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Of all created things, the loveliest 
And most divine are children. 
— William Canton. 
Vol. V, No. 10 
Dear children, April 1993 


With this issue, we introduce you to two new members of the 
‘Gokulam’ family —Appu, the elephant, and Kuku, the little bird. 
Every month, these two characters will present you with an adven- 
ture or a new idea. 

Talking of ‘Appu and Kuku’, I am reminded of the kind of 
reading material Thad when I was your age. Well, there were a lot 
of ‘comics’ which I did read with much relish. But I also read 
‘Treasure Island’, ‘Ivanhoe’, ‘Jane Eyre’, and similar rather 
‘serious’ books. They were thick, fat volumes in small print, with 
hardly any pictures in them. Today, these stories too, are available 
in picture story form, as ‘comic’ books. 

The amount of reading material you have today is tremendous. 
But the funny thing is, there are less and less people who read for 
the pleasure of it. Books have become expensive too, but I suppose 
your school library has a good stock of interesting books. 

Television, video and cinema have replaced reading to a consid- 
erable extent. I guess it is easier to ‘see’ 
@ story than to read it! But let me tell 
you, once you take to reading a little 
‘seriously, the experience will make you 
yearn for more. For, reading a book 
‘makes you think, and there is a lot of 
scope for your imagination. That is a 
thrill, which no cinema or video can 
give, 
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Dear Buiter, 
0 Streot beggars are common in 
India, Whorever you go, they follow 
you like shadows, You got down from 
4 bus, and there's a beggar to greet 
you. Stop to talk to a friend, and 
thero's a beggar who'll not let you go. 
You aro not safe from them even at 
home. A beggar outside the gate koops 
calling for alms. 

My mother and I used tosee a bog 
gar outside church in the evenings 
One day, on our regular visit to the 
church, we found the beggar missing 
Enquiries revealed that he had died of 
BP. and left behind a savings of Re, 
30,000 ina bank! 

Indu Mehta, aged 11, 
Bangalore -47, 








Dear Editor, 


*© My puzzle was published in the 
February issue on page 59. My 
brothers, sisters and I were very 
happy to see it published. 
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But we were very disappointed to 

find my name written as SUNITA in- 
‘stead of SMITA. 

‘Smita Arya, aged 12, 

Calcutta = 700 017, 


Sorry! It waa surely a case of con- 
fusion on our part. In running hand- 
turiting, we had taken your name to be 
‘Sunita, inetead of ‘Smita’ 

T gues it will be safer to write your 
names at the end of contributions, in 
CAPITAL LETTERS! We apologise 
‘once again, Smita Bd. 


Dear Editor, 
‘2% This is with reference to C.P. 
Bala’slottor in the March issue, I com 
pletely agreo with her. Loudspeakers 
really pose a monace to our daily life. 
Students like us are unable to con- 
contrate on our studies due to noise 
pollution. 
K. Harish, 
Little Lilly's English Schoo! 
Bangalore. 


Gotan 20 


Dear Editor, 
°% TL agree with what Pramila Ar- 
vind wrote in her article ‘Morning 
Tension’ (February issue). After read- 
ing it, my sister aged 11, began to 
prepare for school herself, and early 
too. 

‘Our whole family was surprised by 
this change in my usually Inzy sister. 

the story ‘Lost in Space’ by K. 

Abhilasha too. It made interesting 
reading. 





M.P.B. Anand, aged 14, 
Coimbatore 641 012. 


Snippets from our readers : 


°© [like puzzles and stories, Ialso 
have a penpal. Thank you, 'Gokulam’ 
Nithin Kuriakose, Std. VIL 





Rajagiri H.8., Cochin, 

20 If Tsond a lettor to these pages, 
ean Isend my photo? 

M. Veeresh, aged 15, 

Raichur. 


No, Veereah. We will not publish 
aany photos for ‘Letter Bos’ Ed. 


20 If wo send you any contribu- 
tions, should we illustrate them too? 
Renu V., aged 9, 

Cochin - 682 002. 

There is no need for that, Rent. 
‘Gokulam' artiste will illustrate them. 
However, if you can draw, you are wel- 
come totry. Ed. 


20 [liked ‘Anjali in Jail’ ebruary 
issue) and the picture story ‘Price of 
ter’. I enacted the latter with my 
nds as a skit in school. Everybody 

Tiked it. 
Reema V. Shah, aged 12, 
Mangalore. 
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*® Please publish more about 
and give us more ghost 





L.Nandhini, 
Madras - 600 034, 





tory, ‘Lost in Space’ 
(February issue) was excellont, Please 
pass on a message to my friend Ash- 
win. 

‘Ashwin, [have not gota letter from 
you fora long time. I don't have your 
‘address, so please write. 

Kiran Kumar Roy, aged 12, 
S.V.Hi. School, 
Bombay. 


*®  Doyouprint all the stories writ- 

tenby readers, or doyou print only the 
interesting ones? 

‘Uma Seshadri, 

Calcutta, 

We choose the best of readers’ con- 

tributions and publish them. Ed. 


© Thank you for the remarkable 
photos of Mahatma Gandhi (February 

issue). 
MP. Pazhani Vel Raja, aged 15, 
Tanjore -613 009. 


Can we contribute serials to 
“Gokulam’? 

‘Nimish J. Adhia, aged 12, 

You can. Ed. 
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[LOST AND FOUND 








TRAPPED! 





This incident occured when | was just 
seven years old. With my family and 
cousins, | had gone on a tour of North 
India 

We were in New Delhi. We visited 
all the great monuments. Soon, it was 
‘noon, and we were all hungry. My father 
spotted a South Indian restaurant and 
we decided to have lunch there. 


1 was ahead of everybody. | saw a 
board on which ‘South Indian...’ was 
‘written, | did not wait to read the com- 
plete board and barged in. if | had, 1 
‘would have read, ‘South Indian Travels’ 
‘The travel agency was closing for lunch, 





Anand Navaigund, aged 11, Ahmedabad - 380 0: 


As soonas | entered the shop, the 
man in charge brought down the shut- 





‘Not knowing what todo, | began to 
cry. Having locked the shutters, the 
Shopkeeper was just about to leave 
‘Luckily for me, my cousin had seen me 
enter the shop, So my father asked the 
shopkeeper to open the shutters 
‘The shopkeeper was abit reluctant, 
“Nobody is inside," he said, 





“Please open up,” my father in- 
sisted. 
A last, he did so, a bit reluctantly, 





‘There was 1, with a tear-washed face! 
Everybody heard a sigh of relief, andthe 
‘shopkeeper had a good laugh. 

But all of us shuddered at one 
thought — what if my cousin had not 
‘seen me enter the shop? 
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PICTURE FEATURE 
RSPEDREREAIMES] T,. sosances. aro ro. 


discovering their environment 
through the companies they work for. 

Take for instance, Suntory Ltd., a liquor 
manufacturing and sales company. It estab- 
lished ‘The Suntory Fund of Bird Conservation’ 
in 1989. This fund surveys bird life and 
arranges protection schemes both in Japan 
and abroad, Suntory Lid. has built up a 
special bird-protection campaign of its own 

In fact, the company’s own production 
factory areas, have bird sancturies in them. 
The staff of the company too, are en- 
couraged to take interest in these bird 
protection schemes. 

Below, one of the company staff, helps a 
local child set up a bird box in a conserved 
area. 


Slimitarty, the Kawasaki Shinkin Bank 
has a nature preservation scheme too. Ithas 


+ Seting up bid boxes 








making company. 

The project 
consists of plant- 
ing beech trees in 
a forest where 
‘development’ 
has crept in. 


“The employees 
of Koyosha par- 
ticipate too. 

Several hun- 
dred saplings are 
bought — and 
planted. This 
Japanese tree 
takes 40 years to 
grow big. 

All these 
ay Ri projects help 
* Stocking the Tama River with corp. preserve the en- 








so far stocked the Tama River vironment for fu- 

nearby with carp for another 16 ture generations. 

years. Courtesy : 
It has invited groups of JAPAN PICTORIAL 


children to par- 
ticipate in this ac- 
tivity. 

Here, you see 
several children let- 
ting carp into the 
river. 


* Planting beech, 
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rotect the 
Japanese Beech'is a 
citizens group in the 
city of Osaka. This 





[COVER STORY. 
To. our earth 
is more man- 
friendly than 
animal-friendly 
Man is encroaching 
into the natural 
homes of all forms of *_ 
wildlife, thus, 
making their sur- 
vival difficult. 

For most 
animals, life has be- 
come more dan- 
gerous (in te 
their dwindling 
numbers). Thus, it 
become very 
necessary tomark off 
certain forest areas 
‘sanctuaries’. This = “ * 
last abode, where 
wild animals can be 
found, are called Na. 
tional Parks in India. 
And these National 
Parks are now the ¢ 
fo of tourist at- * Elephants ~ Periyar 


nee rae. some of the National Parks in 
























ferent wildlife oo 

ferent wildlife. ‘Gadipan tine 
‘Gokulam’ dedi- Daohigent Natoas 
cates this issue to all Park - Kashmir 

animal life. And we A part of the western 


| takeyouonavisitto fimalayas, it is only 22 km 
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from Srinagar. Spread over 142 
sqkm in a hilly region, the Dag- 
wan river runs through it. This 
National Park is home to the 
Hangul or the Kashmir stag, 
one of the most endangered 
species of red deer in the world. 
There are exotic varieties of 
Himalayan birds as well as the 
black bear, the brown bear, and 
the musk deer 

Higher up, in the snowy 
Ladakh region, lives the rarely 
seen snow leopard. 


Corbett National Park - Delhi 


Named after the famous 


author and naturalist Jim Cor 
bett, this Park lies 300 km north 
east of Delhi, The Ramganga 
river runs through it. 

110 species of trees, 51 
species of shrubs, 88 species of 
bamboo and grasses, 50 mam- 
mals and 26 reptile species are 
found here. ‘The Chital deer, the 
Himalayan black bear, the Hog, 
deer, are all found here. 














Dudhwa National Park - U.P 


“Spanning 492 sq kms of 
grassland, this park is famous 
for the barasingha or swamp 
deer, the tiger and the leopard, 
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This is the home for the great 
Indian horned owl, the forest 
eagle owl, the brown fish owl 
and a large variety of storks. 


Ghana Bird Sanctuary 
= Bharatpur 





176 kms from Delhi, this 
sanctuary has a 29 sq km lake 
rounded by wetlands and 
forests, There are several 








varieties of bird species here. 
Many migratory bir 





+The tate lon-aled macaque 





Sariska Tiger 





* Anhatd of spotted door 


Bharatpur - one of them is the 
Siberian crane. 


Ranthambor National Park 
Aravalli 





Set between th 
and Vindhya re 
km this park is 340 kms 
from Delhi. 

Itis the habitat of 
bar deer 1 
One of the mor 




















Reserve 





~ Rajasthan 


200 km from Delhi, in an 
of 800 kms, lies thi 
r Reserve. Leopard: 
bar and Chital also live here. 
be seen in the 








Crocodiles 
Siliserh lak 
Desert National Park 





— Rajasthan 


Close to the well-known 

city of Jaisalmer, this park 

ads over 3,000 kms of the 
Thar Desert. 
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‘The black buck lives here 


rough this forest park area of 





with others like the desert fox, 300 sqkms in the Nilgiri hills. 
the desert wolf and the desert Elephants, gaurs, slender 
cat. loris, tigers, leopards and wild 





dogs are found here. 








Gir National Park ~ Gujarat 


This is the last abode of the 
Asiatic lion species 
There are about 21¢ 
leopards too, with Sam 
bar, Chital, the four 
horned antelope and the 
wild boa 

Pythons and cro 
codiles can be found here 
along with a variety of 
birds 


Periyar Tiger Reserve ~ Kerala 


Kanha National Park 
= Madhya Pradesh 


Tiger, deer, the barasingha 
stag, dhole (wild dog), the black With a large artificial lake 
buck and the spotted deer have in its 777 sqkm area, Periyar 
made their home here. ter birds, elephants, 

It is spread over 1,9 
dense sal forests 
and meadows. 








+ The figer 











5 km of 





Mudumatai 
Sanctuary 
~ Tamil Nadu 


The Moyar 


river flows 


+ te black buck 
=Rojatnan 








* Slender fri - Mudumalal 


tigers, leopards, sambars, wild 
dogs and barking deer. 

Pythons and king cobras are 
common here, The flying lizard, 
with its brilliant yellow and 
orange wings, the flying snake, 
and the flying frog can be found 
here too. 

The r lion-tailed ma 
que is found along with the Nil- 
giri langur and the common 
langur. 











Palamau Tiger Reserve - Bihar 





Th 


the Sundarbans in West Ben- 


reserve extends into 


gal. It has one of the largest 
tiger populations in India - 
around 200. The tiger here 





excellent swimmer. For Sun- 
darbans is swampy with little 
islands and rivers in between, 
You can find the crocodile and 
the Ridley sea turtle here too. 





Kaziranga National Park 
- Assam 


The swampy areashere are 
home to the Indian Rhino, The 
fully grown rhino can weigh 
about 8 tonnes. Its major 
weapon is not its single horn, 
but its sharp teeth 

‘There are wild buffaloes, 
elephants, swamp deer, leopard 
cats, rock pythons along with 
the pallas fishing eagle. 





ibul Lam Jao National Park 








+ Manipur 





The antlered deer or 
Thamin is exclusive to this 
park. There are just 50 of them. 
here, and they form one of the 
most endangered species of deer 
in the world. 

Information Courtesy: 
Indian Tourism 
Department. 











+ The Rhino 
~Kazwonge 
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PHOTO-FEATURE 


HOLIDAY 
BLUES! 


Holidays are here, 
What shall we do? 
Give us some 
chore, 

Or some funny 
thing, to do! 

















There stands our 
friend, 

Lost to this world. 
A broken wheel 
behind her, 
Her ribbons 
unfurled! 








There sits Pry 
Poor, poor Priya. ith nothing t° 
he knows all her nistory, and d 

her head. 


ridays, Priya’s © 


But with ho! 


Munna’s busy 
fiddling, 
With what's not 
his! 

Let daddy come 
home, 
Munna'll be ina 
fix! 
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Photographs : 
M. Parwathisam 











Vi play with my 
daddy, 
Says Anu, the pet 
My days 
will be sunny, 
green, and funny. 


Holidays? she asks, as she washes the dishes. 
What are they, pray, what am | missing? 
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‘The Circulation Manager, 
Gokulam (English), 
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Ityou don't want to tear this page, copy theabove 
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‘Annual Subscription — India 
80). (Alr Mal); Ris, 70/ (Sea Malt). 
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MISSING STONE! 








bout three years ago, my 
Ani brother and‘I 
had gone to Bombay for 
‘our summer vacations, For that 
is where my grandparents liv 
‘My mother's sisters (my chittis) 
were also there, visiting them 
We had a lot of fun. I began to 
think how wonderful it would be 
if we had summer vacations all 
twelve months of the year! 











| een rray hot day. All of 
us sat in the air-conditioned 
comfort of our house, and were 
idly chit-chatting. It was 4 
O'clock. My grandma was 
preparing hot pakodas. After 
that tasty snack, all of us decided 
a friend at 7 0’ elock 














Bite of 
Diamond! 


“(ll prepare dinner,” 
declared one of my chittis. “Let 
amma rest this evening. We'll 
have an early dinner and leave 





hitti prepared rice, bhaji, 

dal, ete. and returned to 
the hall where all of us sat. Sud- 
denly, I noticed a little black 
spot in the diamond ring which 
my chitti wore. 





21 


“Chitti!” 1 exclaimed. 
“What's wrong with your ring?” 

She looked at it closely. To 
her horror, she found one of the 
five diamonds in it missing. 

All our faces went a little 
pale, We searched every inch of 
the house but in vain. The little 
diamond was missing. 


randpa, who had gone to 
‘the bazaar, returned to 
find a home full of glum faces 
‘There was my brother still sear- 
ching for the elusive diamond 
under the fridge, the table, ete. 
Grandpa joined in the fruit- 
less search. 
None of us were in a mood to 
visit the friend that night, 
Hungry, and gloomy, we 
bogan our dinner, My brother 
Hari, sat beside grandpa as 
usual, Grandpa was eating curd 






“POETRY. 


and rice, when suddenly, he bit 
into something hard) — 
KATHAK, He removed the 
thing from his mouth, and tohis 
utter surprise, it’ was the 
diamond, It had probably fallen 
into the rice while my chitti was 
cleaning it. 


‘magine what would have 

happened if my grandpa had 
swallowed it! Or if it had been 
in the portion we usually give 
away to the maid? 

All of us thanked God for 
this timely bite of grandpa’s, We 
went to the Vakola Hanuman 
tomple the next day and offered 
a coconut to the deity there, as 
thanksgiving. 


K. Sridharan Iyer, aged 14, 
Sainik School, 














A 
Once in a while 
When you got a new friend, 
All that you do, 
Is borrow or lend. 


You tell her sorry, 


But you don’t know that 


NEW FRIEND! 


As you lose nothing yourself, 


‘You've broken her heart into two. 
V. Vidya, aged 14, 

St. Antony’s Girls’ High School, 

, Bombay - 400071. 










You fight with her, 
And make her sad, 
‘You don't know what to do, 

Asshefecls very bad. | 
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PUZZLES 





FIND THE ODD ONE OUT! 


1) a. Cochin b. Mangalore c. Bombay d. Madras 
2) a, Narmada b. Godavari c, Krishna d. Kaveri 
8) a, Peacock b. Bat e, Crow d. Crane 

4) a. Lion b. Tiger c. Leopard d. Fox 

5) a. Snake b. Snail c. Frog d. Fish 

6) a. Ooty b. Simla e. Darjeeling d. Agra 


R. Vidya, Hyderabad - 500 042. 


ONE WORD FROM ANOTHER 


Given below are a few words. You have to make at least one 
other word from each one of them. Do not change the .der of the 


1. Goat 4, Battle 
2. Bison 5. Carrot 
8, Fox 6. Smash 


Sunanda Gopalasamy, aged 12, 
Alpha M.A.S.S., Madras. 


WORD BLANKS! 
Fin in the blanks with the help of the clues given alongside, 


‘The first letter of each word will spell the name of a magazine you 
rond every month, 





3 
3. 
4, 
6, ———D—R (Used for climbing) 
6. ———L—(A fruit) 
7. —O ——— Y (An animal) 
MK. Gowtham, aged 13, Sainik School, Coimbatore. 
|'Soiution on page 80° 








ESSAY 





AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF A RAINCOAT 


: 


Hi: friends! All of 
you will know 


me! For people all 
over the world use me 
during the rainy 
season, Guess who I 
am? Yes, I am the 
raincoat! 

Tam made of syn- 
thetic materials, rub- 
ber or plastic sheets. 
My grandfather (an 
undeveloped ances- 
tor), is the polythene 
sheet. 


You might have 
seen me hanging in 
shop windows. Do you 
know how I got there? 


T was born quite a few 
decades ago. At first, I was just 
aplain, long sheet, used just as 
I was. Then, people got some 
nice ideas. I was adorned with 
bright and colourful designs. I 
looked - simply wonderful! I was 
happy, and I danced with joy. 
‘Then somebody else got a better 
idea. I was taken to a new place 








= and horror of horrors! - I was 
cut into many pieces, I cried a 
Jot and wailed with pain, But 
the cruel ones continued to cut 
me up. I was then taken to a 
person with a funny machine 
with a wheel, He stitched my 
wounds up, and gave me a new 
shape. I quite liked it, I call him. 
‘the doctor’. 











Anu : Areyoutryingtomake 
a fool out of me? 
Anju : No, I never interfere 
with nature. 
R. Meena, 
Madras. 
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After that, I 
was neatly packed 
and sent to the 
shop. I was dis- 
played in a glass| 
case. I looked at 
each person who] 
passed, eagerly 
Would this person 
want me, like me, 
and take me home? 
One fine day, @ 
plump little girl 
wandered into the 
shop. She saw me, 
and begged her parents to buy 
me for her at once. At first they 
refused. But Ashwini (that was 
the little girl’s name) cried, 
begged and cajoled till they 


bought me for her. 

Ashwini loved me very much 
afc kept me carefully. She wore 
me every rainy day. I, in turn, 
protected her from getting wet. 


Ass time passed, I became 
old. Alittle hole appeared on my 
side. When Ashwini saw it, her 











face crumpled into 
an angry pout. 

“Old raincoat!” 
she muttered. “I 
don’t want the 
dirty, holed, thing!” 

Then the spoilt 
little girl tore the 
hole to make it bi, 
ger. Finally, in 
anger, she threw 
me into the big 
dustbin outside her 
house. 

I waited there 
for several hours, 
miserable, wondering what my 
fate wouldbe. A ragpicker, with 
his sack, poked into the dustbin. 
When he saw me, his face broke 
into a big, broad smile. 

Now, he wears me, big hole 
andall. On him, Ishall hang, till 
he wants me no more. Then, I 
shall be thrown away, no more 
a raincoat, but rags, falling 
apart into bits. 

Rashmi G.S., Std. VIII, 

Florence English School, 
Bangalore. 














Client : Phew! Your office 
is as hot as an oven! 
Lawyer : It should be! I 
make my bread in here! 
Anjali Thorat, aged 14, 
Shahabad - 585 229. 
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PALINDROMES 


Some words read the same backwards and forwards. I have 
given you clues to some such words. I have answered the first one 
myself, Can you do the rest? 


1. The language of Kerala - MALAYALAM 
2. Short. for mother — 
3, Mid-day — 
4. Short for father — 
5. Electronic locating device — 
6. A quick look — 
7. A tiny child — 
Abdulla. 





Readers please note: 


a 
eT 

This interesting puzzle sent by Adbulle dd not give his age or address 4 | 

is veryimporen i write al dels when you sont contbutons ts 

Do not forget to ald your nar, wand dress, 


A QUICK QUIZ 











1. The scientific study of animals is known as 
2. The study of human society is known as 
3, The currency of Austria is 
4. The parliament of Israel is known as . 
5. Palk Strait lies between sou ANG ue 

















Dinesh Kumar Upadhyay, Gaya - 623 001. 
SQUARE WORDS! 


Here is a mini crossword-like square. Fill it up with the help 
of the clues given, 
































7 Down : 
wh IN 1. Large, web-footed, water bird 
A 3, Small social insects 
N s Across : 
r3 2, Fermented juice of grape 
4, Where a bird lays its eggs and 
Usha Narayanan, Std. VIL, Hagties tee 
Orient Day School, CE 
Caleutta, ‘Answers on pagé 80) | 
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POINTS OF COMPARISON 


Complete the grid with the help of clues given below. 





Across: Down: 
1. As sweet as..... 2. As good as. 
8. Asugly asa . As white as ... 





6. As wise as an 
7. As proud as a 
9. Aslight asa 
T B 




























































































Sandhya 
Balakrishnan, Thane, Bombay. 
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| «¢ PENPALS’ PAGES e¢ PE 





PLEASE co not send your names to these pages. 
Names and details sent to us last year are yet to be pub- — 
lished. If you want a penpal, just choose one from the 
names given here. 


Name : J.N. Lakshmi 
‘Age: 16 years 

Address : X-42, Kovaipudur, 
Coimbatore - 641 042. 

Hobbies : Reading novels, writinglet- 
ters, listening to both Hindi and Tamil 
songs, movies, playing table-tennis, 
ete, 


Name : Arun Nanda Kumar 
Age: 9 years 

‘Address : T.C. 5/892, Peroorkada - 
P.O., Thiruvananthapuram - 695 005. 
Hobbies : Playing shuttle and chess, 
swimming, reading and watching 








Name : Priyanka A. 

Age: 12 years 

‘Address : 7, Kamal Apts, Patel 

Bhuvan Bus-stop, Opposite Jelly Pan 

House, Marinagar, Ahmedabad - 8, 

Hobbies : Drawing, painting, watch- 
, movies and reading books. 











Name : N. Sai Hamsa 
‘Age: ld years 

‘Address : 169, Jayanagar II Block, 
‘Ith Main, 7th Cross, 

Bangalore - 560 011 

Hobbies : Painting, drawing, reading 
general knowledge books, playing vol- 
ley ball and reading. 

Name : KR. Hansa Latha Rani 
Age: 16 years 

‘Address : 12-12-60/1, Ravindra 
Nagar, Sitatal Mandi, 

‘Secunderabad - 500 361 
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Hobbies : Cricket, watching movies, 
serials, ete. 


Name : Deepa Krishnan 
Age: 12. years 

Address : 1, Kamal Apts, Patel 
Bhuvan Bus-stop, Opposite delly Pan 
House, Marinagar, Ahmedabad - 8. 


“Hobbies : Drawing, painting, cycling, 


reading, watching movies, ete. 


Name :T. Joseph Dayalan. 
Age: 14 years 

‘Address : No. 6/4, P-P. Road, 

Balaji Nagar, Royapettab, 

Madras - 600 014. 

Hobbies : Reading, playing chess, 
playing the guitar, listening to music, 
ete. 


Name :V. Lalitha 
Age: 13 years 

‘Address : 165-B, Lakshmipuram, 
Rajapalayam - 626 117. 
Hobbies : Reading story books, sing- 
ing, collecting greeting cards, garden- 





Name : Ranjani R. 
‘Age: 15 years 

Address : 2, 
Chembur, Bombay - 400 089. 


Vijaya, Chhedanagar, 


Hobbies : Listening to Hindi and 
English songs, reading, collecting 
greeting cards, ote. 








Name : Presti Panicker 
Age: 18 years 





‘Address : L-5-4-118, Shastrinagar, 
Nr. Ankur Road, Ahmedabad, 
Hobbies : Reading, watching movies, 
playing badminton, mountaineering, 
listening to songs of all types and 
watching TV. 








Name : Sanjivni Halbe 
Age: 16 years 

‘Address : M-5/19/151, Shastrinagar, 
1S.R.0, Quarters, 
Ahmedabad - 380 013, 
Hobbies : Reading novels, 
travelling, making pen-fviends 
watching movies, 
film songs, mountainoeringandswim- 
ming. 











Name : Pavithra L. 





‘Addons 1 No, 42, Sai 
Street, Thiruvayarpadi, 
Ponneri - 601 204, 

Hobbies : Reading magazines, plays 
{ing indoor and outdoor games, lon 
ing carnatic music, collecting 
beautiful pictures, ote. 


‘Name : Bhavesh R. Doshi 

Age: 12 years 

Address : Plot 9, Shree Punit Nagar, 
AY/L1, 2nd floor, 8.V, Road, 

Borivli (W) Bombay - 400 092. 
Hobbies : Collecting stamps, coins, 
reading books, playing cricket, riding 
ny bieyele, and writing lotters, 

Name : C,H. Neelima 

‘Age: 12 years 

‘Address : Rly Q/o. No. 481/1, 
Chilakalaguda, 
Secunderabad = 600 028. 
Hobbies : Reading books, eyeling, 
playing Chinese checkers, collecting 
coins, making friends, writing poems, 
ote, 
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Name : George Xavier 
‘Age: 14 years 

Address : S/o, Captaiz. Xavier. P. 
‘Abraham, MEG Records, 

Post Box No. 4201, 

Bangalore - 660 042. 

Hobbies : Video games, swimming, 
reading, collecting stamps, watching 
cartoons films, painting, and reading. 








Name: ¥, Sumana 





Age: 9years 
‘Addvess :72-1-7, Koneruvari St, 
Krishna District, Patamata, 


Vijayawada + 10, 
Hobbies : Collecting stamps and 
coins, drawing, watching'T.V. singing, 
reading, gardening, ote, 


Name # ¥, Raja Teja 
Age 16 years 

‘Addvess : 72-1-1, Koneruvari St., 
Krishna District, Patamata, 
Vijayawada «10. 

Hobbies : Watching T.V., collecting, 
stamps, gardening and playing out 
door and indoor games. 


Name : 7.8, Mamatha 
Age : 13 years 

‘Addveas  Djo.'T.G, Somegowda, 

Sth Cross, H.No. G65, 

HALL, Colony (C'S), 

Marathahalli Post, 

Bangalore - 660 037. 

Hobbies : Reading books, eycling, ete, 








Name : Divya Kumar 
‘Age: 9 years 

‘Address : 505, 4th South Main Road, 
Kapaleeswarar Nagar, Ne 
Madras - 600 041. 
Hobbies : Playing tennis, playing 
with my pet, reading, writing poems of 
my own, playing with friends, ete. 
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‘Name : D.V. Madanagopal 

‘Age: 11 years 

‘Address : Dr 9-8-4, Vanniar Block 
Dist. Chittoor, Andra Pradesh, 

Pin = 517 001 

Hobbies t Playing erickot and foot- 
ball, reading books, ete. 


Name : Vinooth 8. 

Age 116 years 

‘Address : No. 4, Ist Cross, SBM 
Colony, Mathikere, Bangalore - 54. 
Hobbies : Playing cricket and tennis, 
reading books, listening to western 
music, ote 











Name + Lalitha 
Age : 12 yen 
Addvess : B-81 Sainikpuri, 3rd 
‘Avenue, Hyderabad, 

Hobbies :Collectingstickers, stamps, 
coins, ote, and roading books. 





Name iN. Meena 

‘Age 12 years 

‘Address : No, 489, 46th Stroot, Ashok 
Nagar, Madras - 83. 

Hobbies : Collecting stamps, stiteb- 
ing, eyeling, reading, gardening, ete, 








Name : B, Koman Vijay 
Age: 11 years 
Address : 158, Mettu Street, 





‘Ayanavaram, Madras - 600 023, 
Hobbies : Drawing, collecting pice 
tures, stamps, reading books and 
watching video. 





Name t M.P. Ashok 

Age: 18 years 

‘Addvess : H.No, B-19/16. 

DAE, Colony, E.C.L-L. Post, 
Hyderabad - 800 762. 

Hobbies : Collecting stamps, posters, 
playing evicket, football and reading. 
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Name : K-V. Manoj 

Age: 14 years 

Address: Pournami’, Behind Vikasa 
High School, Ramamurthy Nagar, 
Bangalore - 580 016, 

Hobbies : Playing badminton, read~ 
ing, eral, ete. 


Name : P, Srikarthik 

Age :11 years 

‘Addvess : No, 9, 18th Cross, 
Jayamal Extn., Bangalore - 660 046, 
Hobbies : Staimp collecting, pla 
cricket, watching star T.V., reading, 








Name : G, Subha Bhargavi 





Age +8 years 
‘Address : 9+E, Gokul Apartments, 9, 
TV Cross Street, United India Colony, 





Kodambakkam, Madras - 600 024, 
Hobbies : Reading, drawing and play 
Be 





‘Name : V. Sharath Chandra 

Age: 12 years 

Addvess +9179, M.C.C. 6°B" Block, 
2nd Cross, Davangeri - 677 004. 
Hobbies + Collecting stamps, coins, 
‘and stickers, reading, playing table: 
tennis, ete, 








Name: R. Kishore 

Age : Ld years 

‘Adavess : Bungalow No. 6 

MCL Compound, 

Race Course, Madurai - 625 002, 
Hobbies : Collecting stamps and 
coins, playing tennis and chess, read- 
ing, ete. 


Name : H, Siddarth 
‘Age! 15 years 

‘Address : Clo. R. Hari, 
E-11, Srividya Apartments, 
Bala Krishna Mudali St., 
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‘West Mambalam, Madras - 600 033, 
Hobbies : Stamp collecting, cycling, 
readingand listening to Michael Jack- 


Namie : Chandran Rajah 
Age 116 years 

‘Address : No. 60 Second Street, 
Pudupet, Madras - 600 002, 
Hobbies : Stamp and coin collection, 
rap and western music collection, 
‘writing poetry and dancing. 





Name : V. Muthukumar 
Age: 15 years 

‘Address : 86 Peradeniya Road, 
Kandy, Srilanka. 

Hobbies : Collecting coins, and 
stamps, watching films, reading 
books, swimming and playing rugger. 


Name : G. Soumya 
Age? 9 yoars 

‘Address : 5th Class Central School, 
‘ONGC Campus, Ankeloswar, Gujarat. 
Hobbies : Playing Chess, drawing, 
reading, watching movies, and collect 
ing stamps. 





Name : C.H, SaiKrishna 
Age: 13 years 

Address : 102, Annapillai St., 
carpet, Madras - 600 079. 
Hobbies + Collecting stamps and 
coins, drawing, reading, watching 
"DY. cinoma, and video, 


Sow. 








Name : Anupama 
Age! 6 years 

Address : 41 Abijit Apartments, 
‘7th Main, 11th Cross, Malleswaran 
Bangalore. 
Hobbies : Singing, hand-work, bad- 
minton, drawing, colouring, riding my 
eyele, ete. 
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PEN 


Name: A. Anand 

Age: 1d years 

Address : 47/2, “Ammalu Nilayam’, 
A. Narayanapuri, 

‘Doorvaninagar Post, Bangalore - 16, 
Hobbies : Reading books, painting, 
drawing and playing out-door games. 











Name :Subha 
Age 10 years 

‘Address : T-71A, 30th Cross Street, 
Besant Nagar, Madras - 600 090, 
Hobbies : Reading, cycling, playing 
throw-ball, collecting coins and 
stamps. 











Name : V. Nallasamy: 
Age: 10 years 

‘Address : Plot 16, Meenakshi Nagar, 
Pallavaram, Madras - 43. 

Hobbies: Playing cricket, tennis, and 
volley-ball, reading books, drawing 
and collecting stamps. 








Name : D, Manoj 
Age: 10 years 

‘Address :24, Mithila Flats, 6, Norton 
Road, Mandavelli, Madras - 
Hobbies : Cricket, football, collecting 
stamps, ete 








Name. Archana 
‘Age :8years 

‘Address : No. 24, Bhagirathi Ammal 
Streot, T. Nagar, Madras - 600 017. 
Hobbies : Dancing, singing, cycling 
sand reading books. 


Name : Surajit Majumdar 
Age: 13 years 

Address C/o, S.K. Majumdar, 
RAEN. Colony, Qria, No, 722/D, 

-jatni, Dt. Puri., Pin - 762 050, 
Hobbies: Reading, dancing, writing 
poetry in Hindi and English, ete, 
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SUMMER SPECIAL STORY 





potion to make one invisible! 
Sounds incredible, doesn't it?” 

Bushy ‘ail’s sharp brain 
began to tick. It was now or 
never. He'll become invisible, 


USHY TAIL 


ushy 

Tail 
the fox, 
wea s 
hungry 
He longed 
to snatch 
‘one of the 
big fat hens from the farm, but, 
thought the better of it. ‘The 
eagle-eyed farmer would surely 
notice him, and a chopper or a 
stick would come flying at him, 

He lay down, eyes half- 
closed, lost in a dream, Suddon- 
ly, from behind a banyan tree, 
came two voices. Bushy Tail be- 
came alert. 

“Hurry,” said the elderly 
scientist, “Unless we make the 
potion now, our invention will 
fail, The leaves must not dry at 
all!" 


Curious, Bushy Tail fol- 
lowed the two men from a safe 
distance. 

“We'll be in time, don’t 
worry,” soothed the younger 
man, the assistant. “The potion 
we make will be successful, A 
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and the hen will be his! He lick- 
ed his lips. 


Ihe scientists reached their 
destination - a cave, 


NVISIBLE! 


cauldron was already there on a 
fire, bubbling away. A nasty 
smell came from it. Bven Bushy 
was sickened, But the men 
didn't seem to mind, They 
added the bunch of leaves into 
the liquid, then lowered the ves- 
sol from the fire, 

“Let it cool.” ‘They waited. 

“Now apply a few drops on 
your finger,” ordered the scien- 
tist. His assistant did so. And lo! 
‘The finger disappeared! 

“Hurray!” shouted the men, 
jubilantly. 

Bushy did not wait anymore. 
He ran towards the cauldron 
and flung himself into it. 

Splash! 





1) hat’s that?” shouted 
the scientist. 
“Something jumped into our 


potion!” 
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“What? 

“] don't know...” the be- 
wildered assistant answered. 

Bushy leapt out, and was off 
from the site. 

A woodcutter was returning 
home with a load of wood on his 
head. He was humming to him- 
self. 

“What a price I would get for 
these!” he thought. 

Bushy decided to experi- 
ment. Without making a noise, 
heleapt out of the undergrowth, 
and hit against the woodeutter 
legs. 

Startled, the poor man 
looked down, and all round him 
Nothing! 








“Eee..... 
ow...w!” he 
screamed, 
and dropping 
the load of 
‘wood, ran for dear life. 

‘He, he, he, he!” Bushy Tail 
rolled over with laughter. 


Nx that he was sure of 
jimself, he became care- 
less. 


A pit had been dug to trap 
elephants. It was covered with 


















leaves and sticks and light 
branches. 

‘Two poachers waited on tree 
tops for a wild elephant to fall 
in, 

Bushy Tail, scampering 
past, fell in. 

CRASH! 

“What's that?” the poachers 
wondered. 

‘They could see nothing! 

Bushy Tail was afraid now. 
Just supposing an elephant fell 
in? He would be crushed to pulp, 
and there would be no fox left! 
He flattened himself to the wall 
of the pit and waited, 

Bang! Crash! Bushy tightly 
closed his eyes. And he was safe! 


‘t was a baby elephant. It lay, 
half-stunned, at the bottom 
ofthe pit. Ina trice, Bushy leapt 
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on the elephant, 
and sprang outside. 
He did not waste a 
thought for the 
trapped one. 

“Now,” he 
thought gleefully. 
“Operation Hen!” 

He — trotted 
towards the farm, 

Near thefence, a 
good, fat hen was 
fussing around. 
Bushy crept for- 
ward confidently. 
No hide ‘n’ seck tac- 
ties now. 

Geen, amis- 
ile hithim, and 
he whelped. 
‘eow!” he whined, and ran 
for his life. 

“How dare you?" cried the 
farmer, waving his stick. 
“Pouncing on my hen like that, 
are you? Not even bothering to 
hide!" 

Bushy ran and ran, Panting 
and thirsty, he did not stop till 
he reached a pond. He drank his 
fill and sighed a deep sigh, 

Looking down, he saw some- 
thing that made him gasp. He 
was looking at his own reflec 
tion in the water! 

‘The potion had worked only 
for a while. He had lost a golden. 
opportunity just because he 
wanted to have some fun. 


KAILASH 





Solana 2 








FACT FILE! 











INDIAN ROADS 


* Another 2 
lakh are injured 
annually in 








* The criss-crossing 
roads in India measure a 
total length of 19 lakh kms. It 
forms one of the largest 
road-networks in the world. 

* These roads (Fre 
are so planned! 
such that no vil- 
lage in the plains, 
is more than 3 
kms, away from 
an all-weather 
road. No village 
inany hilly area is more than 
5 kms, away from such an 
all-weather road. 

*The 19 lakh km. of roads 
carries more than 170 lakh 
vehicles on it! Quite a 
change from 1951, when 
there were just 3 lakh 
vehicles in the whole country! 

* These vehicles cause 
almost 50,000 deaths every 
year in the country, by way 
of road accidents. 


Aas 
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Solari 








Vira 


"A special postoge siamp, 


these road acci- 


dents. 














* About 70% of those in- 
volved in these road acci- 
dents are pedestrians, 
motorcyclists 
and bicyclists. 

* Trucks and 
buses are in- 
t) volved in more 
than 60% of 
B such accidents. 
Cars are in- 
volved in less 
than 10% of the fatal crashes 
that take place. 

* So, while walking along 
or cycling on our roads, be 
extra careful. Even a small 
mistake you commit could 
be dangerous not only to 
you, but to others too. 

Make our roads safe to 
travel on. 
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S. BALAKRISHNAN 


Q = What did « 
another? 
A’: Lbeg your pardon? 



















MEET THEM IN EVERY, 
188UE OF 'GoKULAM 
1. DIFFERENT 

jPhesy ADVENTURES! 


APBO 


THE BABy ELEPHANT. 


wHIS FEATHERED FRIEND 











FIAKE UPS 
you 
SLEEPY 
HEAD! 
Lots 
OF * 


PEOPLE 
ARE 
WAITING 


To 
SEE You! 
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EY you CALLED 

ME A DUMBo?] NEW Fans 
1 AMA CLEVER 
ELEFER...ER.. 

















Gal ouR APPU AND KURU IN SUMMER COLOURS! 
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—— Summer Special Story 


riya sat at her school 

desk and glanced en- 

viously at Vijaya’s new 
pencil box. It was a bright 
orange and black, had two 
drawers, and a pencil shar- 
pener built into the end, She 
looked at her own pencil box! It 
was all old, grey and dirty. 

‘That afternoon Priya leapt 
off the school van and rushed 
into the house. 

“Mummy, Mummy! I want a 
new pencil box, Vijaya has a 
new pencil box. The top slides 
off, and it has a pencil shar- 
pener,” she cried, 

“Put it on the list of gifts you 
want for your birthday,” her 
mother replied. 

“But my birthday won't 





come for six weeks. wantanew 
pencil box now!” protested 
Priya, 


“You have three perfectly 
good pencil boxes. You don't 
need a new one!” her mother 
replied. 

“But this 
one’s all dirty!” 
ed Priya. 





“Come let's wash it 
‘Then it will be as good as: 
new,” her mother sug- 
gested. 





“I don’t want it as good as 
new. I want a new pencil box! 





lhe next day at school, 
ivya was showing off a 
new school bag. It was bright 
pink and purple with shiny 
latches and a zipper. Priya 
wanted one like that too! 

She jumped off the van and 
rushed inside the house in the 
evening once again, 

‘Mummy, Mummy! Divya 
has a new school bag. It’s bright 
pink and purple and has silver 
latches,” she cried, 

“You have a good school 
bag,” her mother replied, 
“Mine's old and ugly. It 
doosn’t have a zipper. I want a 
new school bag!” Priya wailed. 

‘Phat afternoon she visited 
Vaisha, Vaisha took out her 
Barbie doll. Together, they 
dressed the doll and fixed her 
hair. 

Priya ran home. 

“Mummy, Mummy! Vaisha 
has a Barbie doll. I too want a 
Barbie doll!” she cried, 

“Put it on your birthday 
present list,” her mother 
replied, 










































38 


oetarAp 0 












“{ want it now,” Priya in- 
sisted. 

“Priya, you can't have every- 
thingyou see. You have two nice 
dolls, Play with them.” 

“T want a Barbie doll,” Priya 
insisted. 


TT evening, as Priya was 
returning home, she saw @ 
strange, glowing stone on the 
pavement. She picked it up. It 
was pleasantly warm and fitted 
in the palm of her hand. As she 
held it, it glowed brightly, and 
her hand glowed bright red too. 

She ran 
home to show it 
to her family, 
Everyone was 
amazed to see a 
glowing stone. 
‘They all ex 
claimed at its 
beauty. Priya 
held it tightly 
in her hand ail 
evening. 

Asshe was doing homework, 
she called out, “Mummy I want 
a new rubber. This one doesn’t 
rub nicely at alll” 

Before her mother could 
even reply, a new rubber ap- 
peared in her hand. 

Priya stared at it in amaze- 
ment. . 

She tried again, “I want a 
new pencil. This one’s not 
sharp.” 








Once again a 
nicely sharpened 
pentil fell into her 
hand. 

A smile lit Priya’s face, 

“T want a new pencil box 
with a sliding top and a pencil 
sharpener in theend,” shecried. 

‘Almost. before she finished 
speaking, a new pencil box sat 
on her desk. 

“T want a new lunch carrier 
with a special slot for a spoon 
and its own cup.” 

Instantly a new lunch car- 


rier appeared. 
Py was 
already 


fA growing a bit 
impatient. 

“This one's 
ugly,” she com- 
plained. “I 
want a bright 
pink one,” 

Immediately 
anew pink one appeared beside 
the previous one, 

Priya was thrilled. All eve- 
ning she wished for more and 
more things. Anything she 
named appeared. By bedtime, 
she was surrounded by amound 
of toys, clothes, and gadgets of 
all kinds, 

She was abit annoyed when 
her mother insisted that she put 
them all away. But finally, 
clutching her magic stonein one 
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: carrying 
cae other one, she managed 
‘stack everything in one 










ager to reclaim her 

’ attention, Priya 
ley, Divya, do you 
vant some popcorn?” 

Divya came running back. 
riya pulled a bag of popcorn 
t of the air and grandly 

nted it to her. 

“Vijaya, do you want a bar of 

hocolate?" she called. 

_ Immediately Priya wished 
for a chocolate, and one aj 


id in her hand. She gave 
Vive 


Soon the whole school, 
_ gathered about her again as 
fntmrera choco- 








es, and cool drinks to 
eryone, 








_ J esson after break was 
¥ boring. Priya thought 
_ drowsily of all the wonderful 
things that her new magiestone 
ould bring her. The moment 
he thou; it of something, it ap- 
| at | er side. This was 

in! Priya perked up and 
ught of all the most wonder- 








ful TET in the world, only to 
have, them piling up at her desk, 
one by one. 
‘The whole class was watch- 
ing in fascination, 
‘Suddenly, the sharp alae of 
hee teacher broke into hor fun. 
_ “Stop this at once, 
iss Pinto warned. “You are 
dlatarbing the whole elias. 
ce all that nonsense to 
principals office, and return 
here to attend to the lesson. 
Exams start in two weeks’ time. 
je must finish this lesson.” 
Obediently Priya rose and 
carried all her new 










class, but once again | 
thoughts strayed, and 
items kept materializing o1 

desk. 

“Priya! Stop fooling and pay 
attention. I'll give you one ade 
chance! Then I'm afraid you 
must leave the class for the rest” 
of the day,” Miss Pinto was ver 
angry. 


riya tried very hard, butt 
was ng'use. She had only, 
think lat ps of something 
e wanted, and even before the 
thought was fully formed in her 
mind, thething appeared on her 
desk: \ ae 
- “Priya, youwill haveto 
the class..Go to the princi ars 
office and stay there till the 
final bell,” Miss Pinto di: 
her. 
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Priya gathered up her pile of 
treats and departed to the 
principal's office. She consoled 


herself on the way with a choco- 
late or two, In the office, Mrs. 
Raoinsisted that she sit quietly, 
but Priya could not help amus- 
ing herself by wishing for all 
sorts of toys and sweets. 

By the time the final bell 
rang, Priyahad accumulated an 
impressive pile of things. A few 
friends stopped by to see what 
she was doing, and she per- 
suaded them to help her carry 
her things to the van. There she 
met with another problem, 
“You can’t bring all that 
stuff into the van. There'll be n 
room for the other children. 
‘The ayah and driver were very 





“But how will I get home?” 
Priya cried. 

“You may come, with only 

your school bag. This is not a 
goods lorry. You'll have to leave 
all that stuff here,” the driver 
replied. 
*T'll give you a chocolate,” 
Priya offered, but the driver 
was adamant - no toys were al- 
lowed. 

“Oh, I wish I had my own 
van!” Priya sulked, and instant- 
ly a shiny new Maruti van ap- 
peared. 


ith @ smile of triumph, 
Priya loaded her new 
possessions into the van and 
climbed i 

“[need a driver!" Priya cried 
clutchingher stone. But shehad 
















exceeded the powers of the 
stone. It could conjure up all 
manner of things, but it could 
not create people. 

Priya put on a brave face, 
and smiled and waved asall her 
friends departed. But she began 
to feel a bit worried as the 
shadows lengthened and eve- 
ning fell. Surely someone would 
come for her soon? ‘Think how 
happy her father would be to 
havea new van! She wished and 
wished for her parents to ap- 
pear, but to no avail. 


inally, just as the street 
lights came on, her father 
rode up on his scooter. 

“Come, Priya, it’s time to go 
home," he said. Priya ran to hug 
him, 

“Look at our new van, 
Daddy. Isn't it beatiful? Put 
your scooter in. Let’s go home. 
T've got twelve new Barbie dolls 
now, and lots and lots of choco- 
late. Come on.” 

“No, Priya,” her father 
replied. “You know I don't want 


















@ + When cana glasa never stand 
upright? 
A + When it's a tumbler! 
'M. Ashbell Selva Poorna, 
aged 13, 
Port Blair -744 101. 
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avan. A van uses lots of petrol. 
It's too expensive, for us.” 

“Oh, come on, Daddy. It’s a 
lovely van,” Priya cajoled. “Ican 
‘get petrol with my magic ston: 

“No, Priya, my scooter is 
enough for our family. I will not 
take the van,” her father 
replied. “Now I have an idea. 
We can drive the van with all 
the things to an orphanage I 
know. The poor children there 
could use all of them. Or you can 
wish that they all disappear. 
Which will you do?” 

“But Daddy, look at these 
lovely dolls. I want them,” in- 
sisted Priya. “I don’t want to 
give them away. It's my magic 


stone, I found it.” 
a | 've given you your two 

choices,” her father 
replied. “I'm ‘leaving in one 
minute. You decide what you 
want to do.” 

“Oh, Daddy. Let me keop 
just this lovely doll,” Priya 
begged. 

“You have a dozen new dolls 
at home that you wished for, 
only last night. You do not need 
any more dolls," her father said. 

“Well, can I keep these pen- 
cils?” Priya tried again. “Look at 
these lovely gold pencils. I can 
use them in school.” 

“No, Priya!” 

Finally, with Priya still 
protesting and bargaining, her 
father put his scooter into the 





GohlaniAp 3 


van and drove off to the 
orphanage. The director 
was surprised and 


pleased when they ex- 
plained their gift 


Her father put a 
wailing Priya on his 
scooter and took her 

home. On the way, Priya 

put her hand into her 
pocket and discovered 

that she still had her magi 
stone. Passers-by were amazed 
to see toys and pencils falling 
from the sky as Priya thought of 
all the wonderful things that 
she would ask for at home. But, 
her father rode on leaving her 
loot behind to the delight of 
watching children, who scuttled 
to collect things for themselves. 


5 soon as they reached 
home, Priya ran to her 
room to wish back some of her 
lost treasures. By supper time 
her room was getting crowded 
as her possessions multiplied. 
At dinner time her father 
said, “Priya, you made many 
children happy at the orphange, 
and on our way home today. 
Why don’t you use your magic 
stone to help others? You're just, 
wasting the magic now. You 
can’t possibly use any more 
dolls or toys. You can hardly 
even find places to keep them. 
Before you lose your stone or its 
magic wears out, why don’t you 
put it to good use?” 


But Priya was adamant. The 
stone was hers, and she needed 
new shiny red shoes, and a new 
belt, and a VCR,.,. Slowly the 
pile in her room grew until she 
could not even enter it. “Your 
room is too small for so many 
things,” her mother protested at 
bed-time. Priya snapped, “I 
need a bigger room.” 

Instantly she was 
transported to a bigger room. 
But she was all alone, Her 
magie could not move other 
people, The huge room was 
empty though, and Priya soon 
forgot her loneliness as she con- 
jured up more and more things 
to fill every nook and corner. At 
last she grew tired and stopped 
torest. Then loneliness crept up 
on her, Even one hundred new 
Barbie dolls could not replace 
her mummy and daddy. 
Probably Mummy was reading 
astory toRekha now. She would 
be kissing her and singing a 
song. 

Priya sighed and then 
yawned — a tremendous yawn 
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d then wished that she, too, 
s in bed. Instantly a bed ap- 
. Priya crawled in feeling 
sad and lonely, and cried herself 
ae weep, 
As she slept, Priya’s grasp 
the magic stone loosened. 
}@ stone fell from her hand 
d rolled away. 


_ "Jit was morning. Priya awoke 
- with o start. At first she 
ndered where she was. Then 

\@ remembered, and looked 


ne. Not finding it, she began 
search frantically among the 
jes of her treasures lying 
saped about. But in vain. The 
ne had disappeared. 
Finally Priya sat down and 
. She was lonely, hungry, 
nd lost. She wanted her 


She wanted her daddy to give 
her a hug and a kiss and wish 
her good morning, 1 
‘Still sobbing, Priya 
stumbled out in search of her 
family. She walked and wal 
until finally, things began to 
look familiar. At last she fou 
her home. There was her fat 
just settling down to drink his’ 
coffee and read the morning 
paper! From the kitchen came 
the sounds of her mother g 
ting breakfast ready. * 


ith a howl, Priya flur 

herself into her fath 
arms. i 
“Oh, Daddy, I lost my magic 
stone. All that was left, 
heaps and heaps of toys 
clothes and things! I was 
lonely and lost and scared,” she 
wailed. 5 





Her father hugged her gent- 
ly, until her sobbing quietened. 
‘Then he said, “I'm glad you 
came back, Priya. We missed 
you. 

"Priya started sobbing afresh 
at that. 

When she finally stopped, 
she said, “You know, Daddy, I 
don't need all this stuff that the 
magic brought.” 

“Yes, Priya, you don't,” her 
father agreed. “You have a nice 
house, plenty of clothes and 
food, and fun toys. A lot of 
children don’t have any of these 
things. Ifyou like, Mummy and 
I will help you share some of 
your magic gifts with other 
children.” 


lhat morning Priya careful- 
ly sorted out her magic 


gifts. She found something for 
each child in her neighbour- 
hood. The rest she decided to 
give to another orphanage. She 
got so excited choosing gifts for 
everyone, that she even gave 
away some of her own clothes 
and toys! 

When Priya returned from 
the orphanage with her parents 
she said, “You were right. I 
didn’t need all those things. As 
long as I had the magic stone I 
felt unhappy and dissatisfied. I 






kept asking for more and more 
things. As each thing came, I 
felt happy for a minute or two, 
and then I would feel unhappy 
again. Today's thé happiest day 
in my life!” 


PRISCILLA T. 
GONSALVES 
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ROYAL BANANA 
SPECIAL 


You need : 

‘Two ripe bananas 

60 gms. sugar 

2 eggs 

1 tsp. vanilla essence 
cup cream and milk 
A few cashew nuts 
Leup milk 

¥ tsp juice of a lemon 


How to make it: 

Mash the ripe bananas in a 
vessel. Break the oggs and 
soparate the egg yolk from the 
white, Beat the white part with 
sugar and add to the bananas. 


Firgt Fool + My ship got wrecked 
on the road. 
Second Fool : How did you es- 
cape? 
First Fool + I escaped with the 
help of a parachute! 
R. Ashwin, 
Bangalore - 560 010. 





‘Then beat the yolk and add it 
too. Pour the cup of cream and 
milk into the above mixture, 
‘Add cashewnuts and beat the 
mixture well, Now add the juice 
of the lemon and mix well. Cool 
in the freezer 5 to 6 hours and 
serve, 

Note: For fragrance you can 
sprinkle some cardamom pow- 
der on it. 

A. Divya, aged 18, 
H.A.LS.S. School, 
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iET AN ANSWER TO THIS RIDDLE! 









‘twas Gandhi Jayanthi, and 
a holiday at school. Ravi 

ind his friend Raja went to 

visit a park close to their house. 

It was a lovely garden full of 
trees. Mango, jackfruit, 
coconut... and there were many 
flowering plants too. Ravi and 
Raja began to play a game of 
police-thief. 

‘An elderly man lay fast as- 
leep on a bench under one of the 
mango trees, Clipped onto his 
shirt pocket was a glittering 
golden-coloured pen. The man 
turned in his sleep, and the pen 
foll out of his pocket. Ravi saw 
this. 


Ravi was basically what 
you'd call a good boy. But hehad 
one bad habit — that of wanting 
lovely things. If he saw some- 
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STORIES FOR YOUNG READERS =m 


WHOSE 
PEN? 


thing he liked, he would try his 
best to make it his own, 

Now, he wanted that golden- 
coloured pen. He pointed it out 
to Raja. 

“Look,” he said. “That pen 
has fallen out of that man’s 
pocket. 

“Why should we bother?” 
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asked Raja. “He'll wake up, see 
it, and take it.” 

“That pen is so beautiful,” 
continued Ravi hesitantly. 
“Why shouldn't we take i 

“What are you sayin, 
claimed a shocked Raja. 

“It is his pen! How can we 


avi ignored his 
words. 
“Do what you want 
he replied. “I want that 
pen.” 


‘Don’t do it,” warned 
Raja, When he saw that 
Ravi was in no mood to 
listen, he simply walked 
away. 

Ravi tip-toed towards 
the sleeping man and 
quickly picked up the 
pen. 


shock awaited Ravi 

athome, For, seated inside, 
talking to his father, was the 
very same man from whom he 
hadstolenthepen. 
“Did he see me run away 
with the pen?” wondered Ravi 
panie-stricken. 

“Ravi, came in!” said his 
father, who saw him. Ravi slow- 
ly walked in. 

Ravi! Meet my friend 
Balan,” said his father. “We 










both studied together in school. 
He is now in the army.” 

Ravi tried to smile. 

“Balan brought youa present,” 
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continued Ravi's father. “Buthe 
lost it on the way. Someonestole 
the pen when he was asleep.” 
Ravi'sheart sank. Should he 
own uptohiscrimenow? No. He 
was too ashamed and unhappy 


todo that 
So he said instead, “Uncle! I 
found this pen under a mango 
tree in the park. Could this be 
yours?” 

“Oh, yes!” cried uncle Balan. 
“It’s yours now! I brought it for 
you.” 

“Thank you very much, 
uncle,” replied Ravi, swallow: 
ing. His throat was dry, but he 
smiled anyway. 

Ravi had learnt a hard les- 
son. 

“Tl never steal, never!"he 
vowed. 
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Ex, time Surya looked out 
lof his window, he saw the 
same cat. It sat on the wall lick- 
ing itself exactly at 4 o'clock 
every evening, and when Surya 
happened to look out of his win- 
dow after 
throwing his 
school bag and 
cap on the rug, 
there it was 
licking itself. 
Surya was 
fascinated at 
the way it 
patiently chewed one of its 
paws, licked it carefully. 
“How clean it must bel” 
thought Surya, 
And the next day too, he saw 
it at exactly that time when he 
as back from school, And from 
then on, he watched it 
everyday. It was a white cat 


with blue eyes. 
' I Vat day, as he looked at it, 
‘a ‘thought that it 


looked different, What 


“It's stomach! It’s huge! Why 
didn’t I notice it before?” 
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“Mummy, mummy!” he 
cried. 

“What's it?” asked his 
mother. 

“Phat cat....!”he dragged her 
to his room and pointed out of 
his window. 

“Oh, she’s pregnant!” ex- 
claimed his mother. 








called his 
mother, 

‘The cat turned tolook ather. 
It stared without blinking even 
once, It then regally got up and 
slowly marched off. 


hen Surya came home 

the next evening, his 
mother smiled, put a finger to 
her lips and said, “I have a 
surprise for you. Come with 


‘There, in the bottom unused 
shelf in the store-room, was the 
cat! And beside her were four 
squeaking balls of fur, Surya 
stood there struck with wonder. 

‘The cat lifted her head and 
looked at Surya at that mo- 
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ment, Surya looked straight 
back at her. 

“Come!” whispered his 
mother. “Your tiffin is waiting.” 

An excited Surya burst out, 
“Can we keep her, mum?” 

“She might not stay with 
us,” said his mother. “We'll 
adopt one of her babies in- 
stead.” 

“Will she allow me to touch 
them?” ‘ 

“Let's see. 

And the cat did allow Surya 
to touch her and her kittens 

“Oh puss-ss-sy,” he mur- 
mured as he stroked her soft, 
furry neck. “Pretty puss-ssy!” 





ne fine morning, a month 

later, Surya found himself 
with four kittens on his hands. 
That was because, the mother 
had disappeared! Evening. 
Still, there was no sign of her. 
So at tiffin, “Mum! Tl adopt 
all!” he said, 

But his mother only said, 
“Mmmm... Let's see 
what dad has to 
say.” 

So when 
his father 
returned 
home that 
evening, 
there was 
Surya 
earnestly ex- 
plaining 
things to 
him. 
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“Til look after them myself, 
dad! They won’t trouble you at 
all...” 

Surya did adopt his four kit- 
tens. And on the first day of the 
summer holidays, he had a 
surprise waiting for him — a 
puppy! 

“Daddy's present to you,” 
said mother. Surya excitedly 
picked it up. 

“Oh mum!” he cried. “How 
perfect! Now my family will be 
complete!” 


ut looking after such a 
large family was not so 
easy, as Surya realized, 

‘The four kittens which were 
now almost grown-up, took an 
instant dislike to the puppy. 
“Hisssss!” they would spit, if he 
came near. 

From 
time to time, 
Snuffy (the 
new  pup’s 
name) would 
get very ex- 
cited "and 













chase the four around the 
house. The four kittens (named 
Puff, Spot, Black and Tips) 
would tear around the whole 
house (at a higher level — over 





shelves, book-cases, tables, etc.) 
knocking down stuff and break- 
ing many things. 

But things soon settled 
down. Though Snuffy and the 
four were not quite friends, they 
did not act like enemies either. 
‘There was peace at home for 4 
while, Tjll one day, Spot failed 
to come home after a trip out- 
side, 


t was nine o'clock, and still 

no sign of Spot. Puff, Black 
and Tips were curled up on the 
book-case, and there wasSnufly 
on the door-mat. But Spot...? 

“Spot! Spot!” Surya stood on 
his door-step calling for his 
missing pet. “Spot! Pussy!” 
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ay 


Snuffy came and 
stood beside him, sensing that 
something was wrong. 

“Surya! Hey Surya!” It was 
Anita from her balcony next 
door. “I saw a dead kitten near 
the colony dustbin. I believe a 
stray dog killed it 

Surya’s heart stopped that 
moment, and he stood still, 
shocked. 

“Daddy, daddy!” he ran in. 










urya and his father saw the 

dead kitten lying next to 
the bin by the light of their tor- 
ches. 

“Spot! Oh, Spot!” sobbed 
Surya, tenderly picking it up in 
his arms. “Oh, Spot!” 

Spot was given aroyal burial 
under the coconut tree in the 
corner of the garden, 

Surya took a long time to get 
over Spot's death. 

“Don't let Puff and the other 
two go out, mum!” he would say 
fearfully. 
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“Don't be silly, Surya,” his 
mother would reply. “Cats are 
their own masters.” 

And one day, when Tips too 
failed to come home, Surya was 
miserable. He searched the 
whole locality, but there was no 
sign of the missing kitten, 

Surya patted Snuffy and 
murmured, 
“You won't 
leave me 
will you, 
Snufly, my 
faithful 












lwo weeks later, ‘Tips was 

back! Fatter than ever, and 
looking grown-up, Tips cuddled 
against Surya with a delicate 
purr. 

Very soon, all three kittens 
(or I should say cats!) were out 
on jaunts, not minding Surya at 
all. But they always came back 
to him for a cuddle and a pat. 

“Look!” Surya told his 
mother one day. “I brought up 
these three ungrateful crea- 
tures — and they wander away 
as they please!” 

“They are cats, Surya,” 
replied his mother. “Let them 
be, You can’t tie up a cat, can 
you?" 


A“ one day, strange 
queals came from the 
store-room. Surya peeped in, 
What should he see, but his 
beloved Tips with two little kit- 
tens beside her. 

“Oh, no!” groaned Surya, to 
the curious Snuffy, who stood 
sniffing outside the door. “Not 
again.” 

‘Tips, blissfully licking her 
kittens, looked at Surya stand- 
ing at the door. 

‘She got up, looked at Surya 
‘once again, leapt tothe window, 
and was gone! 

Surya, it seemed, had a 
brand new family to bring up! 
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SUMMER SPECIAL STORY 
na vil would ask. “Thavel 
[= in lived here in this} 
Bihar, village for thirty] 
there once years. Yet have I 
lived a ever been cheated 
shre wd or bullied by that 
money- fellow?" 
lender call- Now, Chatura 
ed Chatura Nand soon came to 
Nand. All hear of Bhola’s 


the vil words. With a vi- 
lagers were wary of him. They 
scious smile on his 


knew that borrowing money ** 
from him was to invite trouble #¢®, he thought, 
— for his interest rates were “What a conceited 
high. and simple fellow 
In that very village, there that potter is.| 
lived apotter, Bhola. He worked Wait...” 
hard for his living, and never 
borrowed money. He was eda ig 
known for his honesty and ne cays, Be 
courage. When he heard how want. 54) 
the villagers fell to the wiles of Bhola and told) 
Chatura Nand in want of him, “I need you 
money, he laughed. to do something! 
“Doyoureallyhavetogoand very special for 
ask somebody for money?" he 











Coins of Clay 






“O Chatura Nand,” replied 
Bhola, “I only know how to 
make pots and nothing else.” 

“You make them out of clay, 
don't you?” asked Chatura 
Nand. “Well, I too, want 
you to make something out of 
clay for me. Make me a 
thousand clay coins of onerupee 
each,” 

“Why do you want coins of 
clay?” asked the surprised 
Bhola, 

“What I need them for, is 
none of your business,” replied 
the other, “Just make them for 
me, Iam in no hurry, Give them 
to me at your conveniene: 

‘And he gave Bhola advance 
payment of fifty rupees, 

‘The potter was suspicious 
and reluctant. 

But the clever Chatura 
Nand persuaded him at last. 





Iwo months passed. One 
morning, Chatura Nand 
was sitting on a platform in 
front the temple, He saw Bhola 
approaching at a distance. 
“O Bhola,” heshouted. Many 
villagers turned their heads to 
see what was happening. 


“ary 





@: Why is money i 
called dough? 
A: ‘Cause everybody 
kneadsit! 


“When will you keep my 
thousand rupees ready?” 

‘The clever Chatura Nand 
did not mention that the eoins 
were of clay! 

The simple Bhola replied, 
“Only five hundred are ready. 
T'll give all to you within a 
fortnight. You can collect the 
five hundred today, ifyou wish.” 

“No, no!” protested Chatura 
Nand. “Give the whole amount 
tome at one time.” 

A fortnight later, Chatura 
Nand paid Bhola a visit. With 
him, were two men who had 
heard their exchange before the 
temple. 

“Are my thousand coins 
ready?” asked Chatura Nand, 

Oh, yes!" replied Bhola, He 
brought a out of basket, full of 
clay one rupee coins, nicely and 
evenly baked, Chatura Nand 
roared with laughter. 

“What?” he eried, “Is this 
some trick? Trying to repay me 
with worthless coins of clay, are 
you? Give me my thousand 
rupees. j 
“One thousand rupees?" the 
potter was taken aback. “Inever 
borrowed anything from you, 

"You asked me 
o make clay 







































“You cun- 
ning fellow!” 
shouted 
Chatura Nand. 
“AmI mad toask. 


you to make clay 
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coins? What do I need clay coins 
for?” 

He turned to the two men 
with him. 

“Did you hear him my 
friends? Look how this rascal is 
trying to cheat mo. 

‘The matter was taken tothe 
judge. 

But all the villagers stood 
witness in Bhola’s favour. 

“We know Bhola very well, 
pry lord,” they told the judge. 


‘He has never cheated anyone 
in his life.” 
Gorteria 9 


Chatura Nand 
surprised, 

“Didn't you hear him say 
that five hundred rupees were 

ady, and he would give the 
rest to me in a fortnight?” he 
asked the witnesses, 

“Yes, we did," replied the vil- 
lagers, “But, Bhola is an honest 
man.” 

“It's a conspiracy!” shouted 
Chatura Nand, 

But he lost the case, 


Dr. M. Q, KHAN, 
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Malgu 
the 4 
mango 








‘ong years have I passed, 


tree 


L: by the railway sta- 


tion. Will you listen tomy story? 

I was once a juicy, ripe 
mango. A little boy ate my pulp, 
‘and throw my seed away, by the 
railroad station, An old grandpa 
passing by, picked mo up and 
looked at me tenderly, “My dear 
Malgova seed,” he told me. “I'll 
plant you here. Grow into a tree 
‘as fast as you can and be useful 
to all those who pass by.” 

He dug a pit just right for 
me, and put me in. Then, mud 
covered me, and I saw nothing 
more. Days passed. The wet 
mud gave me a strange feeling, 
that increased day by day. Then 
suddenly, one day, I could see 
light. I had grown into a mango 
sapling! 


aily, grandpa visited me 


and watered me,He was’ ‘hi 


thrilled to see fae grow into 
a sturdy plant. 


li" 


ae. 






“Dear Malgu,” he would 
croon, “Become a big tree and 
bear fruits. How I wish I could 
live to soe your branches laden 
with flowers swaying about in 
the breeze,” 

Grandpa, I remember, 
showered me with somuch love, 
that I, in happiness, grow wider | 
pe more sturdy as time passed 


All of a sudden, grandpa’s 
visits ser Twas puzzl 





at 
first, then just abit hurt, But by 
then Tha grown big enough to 
survive on my own, My strong, 
long roote reached diep where 

ground to tap hidden supplies of 
water, 

Ino longer needed grandpa 
to water me. Then came spring, 
and flowers blossomed in my 
branches. With summer, came 
the first mangoes I had ever 
borne in my life. 


S 





ol boys sat under my 
shade, played and 

pily, Street vendor 

travellers rete ner ES 

when | too hot, 


cui 












a | 


ie 





all 
scampered 
branches, nests were built — 
I became a centre for life all 


over me. Squi 


down 





my 


on my own. 

My mangoes ripened, and 
the first shocks in life 
awaited me. Stones were 
aimed at me from all diree- 
tions, These acts by school 
boys, grown men and women 
puzzled me, But then, I 
understood. They wanted 
my ripe mangoes! 





hat was a long time ago. 

Those were the days of my 
youth —I changed with each 
season! Grandpa was forgotten 
‘and I grew huge and unmanage- 
able, 

Something has been hap- 
pening to me these past four 
years, I feel all hollow, and... 
old! I produce less mangoes, I 
‘am no longer young and heal- 
thy. 

Now, I think often 
of the old man who 
planted me. Oh, 
grandpa! My insides 
are rotting. Wood- 
peckers knock away 
at my trunk and eat 
the insects inside. 
Your heart would 
break if you saw 
me now. 


‘Who was GZ 
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this new visitor. 
It was little bird 
who had settled 
in ahollow down 
myside, 

“Little bird,” * 
I asked it, “Why do you hide 
yourself in that hollow? You can 
make many friends outside.” 

“Oh Malgu!” sighed the little 
bird. “I am laying eggs, and 
there are many enemies about, 
Why, even men would love to 
get hold of my chicks just for 
sport. I want to keep them hid- 
den till they ean look after 
themselves.” 

I felt bad that people could 
be so mean, and offered to help. 

‘Oh, no, little bird!" I said. 
“So many crows live here on me. 
Why should you not be safe too? 
Don't worry. I'll shake my 
branches and scare away any 
evil visitor.” 








few days later, the little 
bird's chicks screeched in 


















their nest inside my hollow. The 
two parent birds were busy col- 
lecting food for their babies. 
Once, when both were out 
looking for food, a little boy 
began to climb my branches, 
Before I sensed anything, and 
before I could react, he had 





vanished with the chicks. 
stood stunned and helpless, 

‘The two little birds were 
shocked to find their nest 
empty. 

“Malgu,” sobbed the mother 
bird, “You saw the thief. Could 
you not to anything?” 

Tet her ery. That was when 
a thought struck me. My 
grandpa too, must have died 
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someday. Now, my time was 
coming too. 

Some men appeared one 
day, with axes, and began 
to cut my dry branches for 


= 


fuel. 
Suddenly one man said, 
ook! Fresh green leaves are 
sprouting on this side, Leave it 
and let it grow.” 

So one part of me remains, 
as tell this tale. One little part 
that waits for rain, sunshine 
and summer. 





LALITHA RAMESH 
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TRICK! 


TWO OIL 
BATHS 








This happened when I was 
five years old. My brother 
and | are identical twins. 
‘One morning, my mother 

wanted to give us both an oil 
bath. She applied oil on both 
our heads. 

When the the water was nice 
and hot, she took me into 
the bathroom and gave me 
a bath. My brother, 


meanwhile, was playing out- 
side. 


Arter my bath, | played a 
trick on my mother. | 
removed my clothes once 
‘again and applied oil all 
‘over myself. My mother gave 
me a bath a second time! 
Later, to her surprise, my 
brother entered the house, 
oil dripping from his head 
‘and body. 
That was when she realized 
that | had played a trick on 
her! 
8. Prasad, 
Bangalore - 560 028. 














LITTLE CHILDREN 


Little children love to’play; 
With stones, mud and clay. 
‘They look beautiful 

When they are playful. 


But it doesn't matter, 

‘That they only chattor. 

‘They show interest in playing, 
And not much in eating 


Aren't they beautiful? 


K. Anusha, aged 12, 
Madras - 600 050. 
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nee, I was travelling from 
Bombay to Madras by the 
Chennai Superfast Express. 1 
was really excited and was 
waiting for Madras to arrive, for 
my grandparents would be 
waiting to receive us. 

‘We enjoyed the journey till 
we pulled into Guntakal Sta- 
tion. There, I got down to the 
platform tostretch my legs abit. 
I saw a number of beggars - I 
could see that most of them 
were fakes, and were mentally 
and physically fit. 


VE. attention was drawn to 
an old man lying in a 
corner. He was blind, but he 
was not begging. Inside the 
train, I saw my mother serving 
food. I took 7-8 idlis from her, 
and gave them to the blind old 


+e @ = Where can you always 
find wealth? 
"At Inthe dictionary! 


aged 13, 
‘Port Blair - 744 101. 











‘Then I too sat.down to eat. 

An announcement was 
broad-cast over the station 
loudspeaker system. 

“Due to brake failure,” it 
said, “the Chennai Express will 
be delayed for fifteen minutes." 

Annoyed by this delay, I 
washed my hands and stood 
near the door of the compart- 
ment. 

I saw the blind old man, 
sharing his idlis with some beg- 
gar boys. : 
I felt some unknown emo- 
tion — the beggar’s generosity 
was surely greater than mine, 
gave what I had in plenty —he 
‘was sharing what little he had. 








Raguram Ganesan, aged 18, 
OLPS.H. 
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On public demand, the best 
50 Amar Chitra Katha titles are now 


—_— 
IBH 


Did you know 
© Over 78 million copies of 






Amar Chitra Katha have 
been sold so far? 


* A few titles have been 


brought out in 38 languages 
of the world? 


* 436 titles have been 


printed so far? 


For a free colour 
catalogue, please send a 
stamped self-addressed 
envelope to: 

India Book House Pvt.Ltd. 
Eruchshaw Bldg . 3rd Floor, 
249, Dr DN. Road, 
Bombay-400 001 

Published by: 


India Book House Pvt. Ltd. 


FROM OUR READERS | 
Kemmnagundi 


- a hill station 


252 kms. from Bangalore city, lies 
a cool hill station — Kemmnagundi. 
You travel on the Bangalore — 
Shimoga road and reach Tarikere. 
35 kms, from Tarikere, lies Kemmna- 
gundi. 

Called a ‘tourist's heaven’, you can 
visit this place any time. There is a flow 
of tourist population at all times of the 
year. 

All round Kemmnagundi (which 
incidentally, is 4702ft. above sea level). 
are forests and coffee gardens. The 
hills are mist covered at all seasons of 
the year. 





Higher up the hill, is the Raj Bhavan, 
which is a lodge for tourists to stay. 
Beside this, is a lovely rose garden 
where 1,500 types of roses bloom. The 
most beautiful among these, is one 
called the Green Rose. 

To the left of the Raj Bhavan, are iron 
ore mines. The Bhadravathi Iron and 
Steel Factory once got its iron ore from 
here. To the right of the lodge is a rock 
garden. From the Rock Garden, youcan 
have a glimpse of Shankar Sholay, 
where vegetables are grown. Further on, 
are the Shanthi Falls. Continue to travel 
‘on the same road, and you will reach Z 
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point, also called 
the Horse Road. 
From this vantage 
point, you can 
have a bird's eye 
view of the town 
below. 


Falls 


10 kms. from 
Kemmnagundi 
town are the Kal- 
hatti Falls, which 
are 150 feet high. 
Beside the falls is a 
temple. 

9kms. away, on 
the other side, are 
the huge and 
beautiful Hebbe 
Fall which are 


oar 23 


oral: 
sna behind 1h* 
- Kemmnagy! 


station, 

The most beautiful 
among them is the Tent 
Park, 









_To the right of Kemmna- 


ee ee 


| 


* Ra} Bhay. 
‘ON and 
'O10 Garden, 


250 feet high. At this height, 
the Hebbe falls are referred 
to as the First Hebbe Falls. gundi is a place called 
Below, at a height of 200 Jaguar Valley. From here, 
feet, are the Second Hebbe youcan have a view of some 
Falls, \t is not easy to reach of the most spectacular sun- 
these falls as the mud road sets ever. 

that leads up to them are 
steep and full of sharp curves, 


V. Amar, aged 13, 
S.A.V. English 
School, 


There are a number of 
beautiful parks in this hill SB CRAv eral: 
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BABIES! 


Spot the 12 young ones of 
the animal kingdom in the grid 


2) 
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T 


oo<zrPrpamrga~” td 
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P. Sirish Kumar, Std. II, Kendriya Vidyalaya, Madras, 


Solution on page 80 
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ahul, a student of 
tandard VI was a bright 

boy. He always stood first in 
class, There was a lot of com- 
petition, but Rahul never let 
anyone beat him at his marks. 
The next year, when Rahul 
was in the VII std, a now boy 
named Sonu joined his class. 
Rahul went up to him and 
asked, “Which school did you 


THE 


NEW 


study in before?” and many 
other details. 





See! went on as usual, 
hantil the first tests arrived. 
Some days later, the head- 
mistress cametoclass, and gave 
away the report cards. 

“Bvery time Rahul has stood 
first, But this time, itis the new 
boy Sonu who takes that 
credit,” she said, 

Rahul was shocked; then 
angry. But he tried not show it 
on his face. 

In the interval, Rahul went 
up to Sonu and said, “Con- 
gratulations, Sonu! You beat 
me this time!” 
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“Oh! Thank you, Rahul!” 
replied Sonu. “Better luck next 
time.” 

“Bah!” thought Rahul to 
himself, “Better luck next time? 
‘What does he think of himsel 

An angry Rahul went to 
have his lunch. 


Te next tests were nearing. 
Rahul was studying hard, 





INCLASS 


“[should overtake Sonu this 
time,” he thought. He began to 
study in the games period and 
during intervals. 

“Come on Rahul! Come and 
play with us,” his friends called, 
but he was always busy study- 
ing. 

When the second test results 
were announced, both Rahul 
and Sonu stood first, 

“Oh! this time too, this Sonu 
has stood first,” Rahul said to 
his friends. 
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“But you toohavestood first, 
have you not?” his friends asked 
him. 

“But that’s not enough! I 
should race him!” was Rahul's 
reply 


Ihe competition went on. 

When the first term ex- 
amination neared, Rahul 
thought, “Last time Sonu had 
stood first too. This time, I shall 
beat him. [havea plan... hope 
it succeeds.” 

During the interval, when 
no one was in class, Rahul 
quietly went to Sonu’s place, 
took out Sonu’s Social Studies 
notes, and kept them in his bag. 

The next day, the teacher 
said, “Children! Study both 
your texts and notes for the 
exam. Don't just mug up your 
notes! Most of the questions are 
from the text only. Now take out 
your Social Studies notes. I'll 
give you some answers to 
mark.” 

All of them took out their 
books, except Sonu. He couldn't 
find his book at all! 

“Miss!” he cried. “My book’s 
missing!” 

“Search for it in your house, 
Sonu," she replied. 

Sonu went home and sear- 
ched every nook and corner. 
‘After a long time, he decided to 
learn from the text itself. 

“That will have to do,” he 
thought resignedly. 
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He read each and every line 
of the book carefully, 


t last, the first term exams 
rived. Both Rahul and 
Sonu did them well. 

“Dhis timo, Iam sure to got 
the first rank,” thought Rahul; 
but how wrong he was! He had 
made many mistakes as he had 
mugged up only the notes and 
had just gone through the text 
carelessly. 

And the guilt of taking away 
Sonu's book weighed on his 
mind, 

The results were an- 
nounced. Rahul was very 
anxious to know who had stood 
first. 


“This time, Sonu stands 
first,” the teacher announced. 

Rahul almost fainted. When. 
it was Rahul's turn to receive 
the report card, the teacher 
said, “Rahul! I told you not to 
mug up the notes. All your 
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answers for the general ques- 
tions were wrong.” 
Rahul was almost in tears, 


ihe holidays arrived, 

nd one fine day, Sonu saw 
Rahul coming down his garden 
path, a book in his hand. 

“Rahul”, he shouted, “Enjoy- 
ingyour holidays? Didn't you go 
anywhere?” 

Rahul just nodded hesitant- 
ly. 

“And what is that book in 
your hand?” 

Rahul handed it over to 
Sonu, 

“Arey! My Social notes! But 
Thad lost it! Where did you find 
it?” asked Sonu, 

“['m very sorry, Sonu, 
replied Rahul, bursting into 
tears, He narrated the whole 
story. 

Sonu was very angry at first. 
But he controlled his temper, 

“It’s all right, Rahul” he 
said. “The exams are over now. 
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But don’t do this to anyone happily, they forgot all their old 






again.” rivalry. 
‘Then he said, “Come intomy 
house. I have a new train set. Preethi Nagaraj, Std. VI, 


Let’s play.” They had tea Carmel Convent School, 
together that evening. Playing Bangalore - 41. 








POETRY 





A good game is cricket, 

Five balls for a wicket 

‘The bowler shouts, bowled’! 

And the ball, the wicket-keeper holds. 


A fielder comes there, his arms streached out, 
‘The umpire stands, frowning with a doubt. 
‘The people say, the bowler is a ‘Hero’, 

For the batsman was out for a zero! 


AR. Shyau.., aged 10, 
Vidya Mandir School, 
Madras - 600 020. 
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THE POTATO\| 


STORY 


er 


| Na origin of potatoes is still a 
mystery. It is thought that the 
plant was first discovered growing on 
the Andes Range of mountains in 
South America in 1538. 

‘Some unknown person carried the 
first potato to Spain in Europe in the 
1560's, From there it went totaly, and 
by 1588, it had reached Austria. 

People often think that Sir Walter 
Raleigh or Sir Francis Drake took the 
plant to Ireland from Virginia in the 
U.S.A. But this had been proved 
wrong. For the potato did not grow in 
Virginia at the time these two brave 
sea-farers lived. 


Mis Antoinette, the famous (or 
infamous?) queen of France, 
‘wore potato blossoms in her hair. 

A public dinner was.given at Paris 
by a French nobleman. The menu con- 
sisted of potato cooked and served in 
various ways. 


The potato in India 


jhe crop was introduced by the 

British to our country. History 
says that they broughtit from the Cape 
of Good Hope (Africa). One, Major 
‘Young, began cultivating it in the hills 
of Dehra Dun. Mussorie was known as 
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‘Potato Garden’. By 1839, potato cul- 
tivation became very popular on the 
plains and hills of India. 


ecords, say, that Warren Hast- 

ings, a Governor General of 
India, sent a basket of potatoes occas- 
sionaily to the Governor of Bombay, as 
a present. It was then considered a 
rare vegetable, 

Potatoes are now cultivated almost 
all over our country. It is cooked in 
many, many combinations, with other 
vegetables and a variety of food stuffs 
too, It’s mild flavour has made it very popular. 

Early this century, there was lot of prejudice against the poor 
potato, Many people objected to its use. But now nobody thinks the 
potato to be a ‘bad’ vegetable! 





What does the potatocontain? —_ Fat 0.1% 
Water 74.7% Carbohydrates 22.9% 
Protein 1.6% Minerals 0.6% 


ince the potato contains minerals and a lot of Vitamin G, it is 
good for health. It is rich in starch (carbohydrates), which is 
very easily digestible. 
"The potato is an economy crop. It is estimated that the potato 
yield per acre in India, is 5000 kg. 





P.V. RAJAN. 


‘SHORT QUIZ 


1, Who was known as the American Gandhi"? 
2. The Indian queen who died fighting for freedom was 
3. Who was known as the Lion of Punjab? 

4, Name the poet who wrote our National Anthem, 

'S. Who invented the printing press? 


6. Who invented the telephone? 
RS. Vinu, aged 8, Madras - 600 078. | 











to visit my uncle and aunt who live in 

Janak Puri. From where I live, it is a two 
hour journey by bus. I got ready and was just 
in time to catch my bus. 

Making myself comfortable, I opened my| 
purse, To my horror, I found only one rupee in| 
it. My bus charge would cost me Rs. 3! 

Tlooked up to search for the ticket checker. 
He was dozing away in his seat. I felt a little 
better. 

“{'l just keep quiet,” I thought. 


I: was a lovely Sunday morning. I decided 


'y destination arrived. I got up, and slow- 

ly walked towards the exit. Just as my] 
Tect descended the last step, the ticket checker 
awoke and stopped me. 

“Where is your ticket?" he asked. 

I was really seared, What was I to do? I 
began searching my pockets and my purse 
frantically, as if [had bought a ticket but had 
lost it. 

My acting must have been perfect, for the 
ticket checker let me go. 

heaved a sigh of relief and quickly got 
down. As I walked down to my uncle's place, 
I thought, “I must be very honest and 
careful in future,” 


Shweta R., aged 15, 
Oxford 8.8 . School, 
‘New Delhi. 











instrument should 
we never believe? 


A: Alyre! 


Q: What is the best 
thing to put into 
os? 
A: Your teeth! 

P. Smitha, 











daddy crumbled! 
R. Meena, 
Madras. 


Dear Meena, 

You haven't given 
your. addre 
Please send it tous, 
Ed. 
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lorty five years ago, the 
Fits apostle of non- 

violence was assassi- 
nated in New Delhi while at his 
evening prayer. “Hey Rai 
were his last words, 

Twenty years later, a 
similar scene took place in 
Memphis, ‘Tennessee, on April 
4th 1968, This time, it was Mar- 
tin Luther King, acclaimed as 
America’s apostle of non- 
violence, who was assassinated 
His last words were, “Precious 
Lord!" 

Only the day before, he had 
made one of his most famous 
speeches, “I have been to the 
mountain.” That was destined 
tobe his last. 








'n 1958, Marti 
Luther King 
came to India, and 





“To other 










al 
tourist. But to India I come as a 
pilgrim, India means to me, 
Mahatma Gandhi, the Apostle 
of Non-violence.” 

Four weeks later, King 
returned to America. He was 
convinced that non-violent 
resistance is one of the most 
powerful weapons that can be 
used in any fight. He thought it 
particularly suited to his cause, 
the struggle of the 
oppressed Negroes 
for equality and so- 


made a visit to Raj- countries, cial justice. 
ghat, Gandhiji’s aE 
Samadhi. Imay go asa ‘artin Luther 


Paying homage 
to the man he ad- 
mired, he said, “To 
other countries, I 
may go as a 
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tourist. But to India 
Icome as a pilgrim.” 


King was 
born on January 
15th, 1929, in 


Atlanta, Georgia 
State, in the 
Colariae 09 


southern part of the United 
States. While at college, heread 
and re-read David Thoreau’s 
book on Civil Disobedience. He 
began to think that non-violent 
resistance to injustices was the 
best way to fight them, After he 
graduated in 1948, hejoined the 
theological seminary in Pennsyl- 
vania, That was when he 
discovered the writings of 
Mahatma Gandhi. 

Dr. King began his career in 
1954, as a priest at a small 
negro church in Montgomery, 
Albama, in the heart of 
America’s southern region, This 
‘area was particularly kngwn for 
its anti-black attitude. Here the 
road to freedom took quite a dif- 
ferent turn for the young priest. 


't was the evening of 1st 
December 1955. A bus 
Stopped at an intersection and a 
negro dress-marker, Rosa 
Parks, boarded it and took a 





seat. But as the journey 
progressed, and more pas- 
sengers boarded, the negroes 
were asked to give up their seats 
to the white people. 

Rosa Parks refused to give 
up her seat. 

She had not planned to defy 
the rules, but she just could not 
get up, 

“[ was just tired from shop- 
ping,” she later explained. “My 
foot hurt." 

But Mrs, Parks was arrested 
and fined ten dollars. 

This incident angered the 
negro community. For them, 
the buses in Montgomery be- 
came the symbol of inequality 
—and of all the insults they had 
to bear because of their colour. 
Dr. King took up the challenge. 
He urged all the negroes of 
Montgomery not to ride on the 
buses, 








jor 882 days, the negroes 
walked the Freedom Road’ 
with Dr. King. They refused to 
ride on the buses, and walked to 
their destinations. The moment 
of victory came in 1956, when 
the U.8. Supreme Court 
declared that racial segregation 
on buses was illegal. And Mar- 
tin Luther King immediately 
became a national hero. 

His non-violent methods of 
opposition caught the imagina- 
tion of the people, And he had 
‘given the negroes’ movement 
the encouragement it needed to 
spread throughout the nation. 

In the following years, King 
travelled over 1,120,000 kms. 
He visited various states and 
spoke at 300 meetings. All his 





speeches demanded equality. 
and brotherhood. 


then, in the summer of 

1963, came the histori 
march to Washington: Standing 
on the steps of the Lincoln 
Memorial, he gave one of his 
most famous speeches, “I have 
a dream...” Thousands of 
negroes and whites listened to 
him, demonstrating their sup- 
port for eivil rights. 

‘The next year, the Cor 
passed the Civil Rights. 
made it a law, ‘The per 
inequality ended. Buses, hotels 
and other public accomodation. 
all over America were now open 
to all citizens — regardless of 
colour or race, 

But other issues soon 
demanded King’s attention, 
Negroes did not have the right 
to vote in elections. In 1965, he 





iil and 








ssing the Voting Rights 
is was another 


Indu victory in the battle 


iar King, it happened to 
it for King, tho 
bo his last. sae 


n 1968, King organized 
another great march to 
fashington. Called the ‘Poor 
People’s March’, it demanded 
"better jobs, better housing, and 
better welfare plans. In thi 
connection he went to Memphis, 
where he joined agroup of negro 
workers in their movement to 
got better wages from the city 
government. 
_ It was April 4th, and a 
busy. day of mestings 








tothe balcony, to get some fresh 
fore dinner. few seconds 

in’s bullet 
into his neck. Martin 

er King was dead. He was 
Bist ‘99 years old. His long 








Kingdom of Morocco, 
stitutional monarchy. 

Tt was once a French colony, and 
gained independence on March 2, 





‘March Along Freedom's Road’ 
was over. But his short life, was 
full of honours, In 1964, he had 
become the youngest to be 
honoured with the Nobel Peace 
Prize! 


‘ow, 25 years later, blacks 
and other disadvantaged 
people in America are still in- 
spired by the legacy King left 
behind. At the Lorraine Motel, 
where King was assassinated, 
the National Civil Righta 
Museum was set up. This 
museum has rare photographs 
and audio-visual presentations 
that cover the entire Civil 
Rights Movement. It has rare 
documents and a wealth of data 
on the marches led, and the 
speeches given by Dr. King. 
‘The emotional focus of the 
museum is the balcony where 
King was shot. Thé concrete 
slab stained with his blood is 
there for all to see, Martin 
Luther King may have fall 
but his spirit still inspires 
Americans in their struggle for 
equality. 
J. RADHAKRISHNAN 








1956. 

Parts of the country which were 
Spanish colonies became inde- 
pendant in 1958. 

Morocco is mainly an agricul- 
tural country. It grows cereal 
wheat and corn. There are abun- 
dant vineyards and date farms too. 

‘The legendary Atlas mountain 
stretch across Morocco, . 
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ODD ONE OUT! 


1) dis on cast coast of nin 
2) —Flows imo the Arabian Sea 





44) d—does not belong tothe eat family 


3) e—hus legs 





3.0X 
4.BAT 
S.CAR, ROT 
6. MASH, ASH 


WORD BLANKS! 
1. Garage 














80 




























































































6)d nota bill station 2 a 
4 Unity 
ONE WORD FROM 5. Ladder 
ANOTHER 6. Apple 
1,60, OAT 7. Monkey, 
2.50N Hidden magacine : ‘Gokul’ 
Pages 26/27 
POINTS OF COMPARISON 
Pages 68 
BABIES! Ser 
S]ule[alR 
[ol 
n eal 
pluye ng 
ly] ° 
Ic] whe 
lu) 
a 
felelatelo 
5 
elalyfifele 
1 
r 
r 
3 














PALINDROMES 
2, Mom 3, Noon 4, Pop 5, Radar 6, Peep 
7.7 


A QUICK QUIZ 
1. Zoology, 2. Sociology, 3. Schiling, 4. 
Kress, 5 India and Srilanka, 
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[OUR ENVIRONMENT 








WHAT HAPPENED TO BAMBI 


ittle Aswin was on a 
I holiday with his parents 
lat Sri Sailam. The place 
fascinated hit. Outside, 
through the window, he saw a 
deer jump and play in the eve- 
ning light. How beautiful she 
looked, leaping, as if trying to 
catch the last rays of the sun- 
light, before it was time for her 
to disappear into the thick, 
Jungle undergrowth for the 
night! 
















Ilof.a sudden, a loud bang 
shattered the peace of the 
jungle. An agonizing scream 
from the deer, and she was 
down on the ground in a heap. 

Ashwin was shocked and 
frightened, He began to ery, for 
he knew that someone had hurt 
the deer badly. As his ries grew 
louder, father and uncle Jiten 
came running in, 

Uncle Jiten was holding a 
gun. He had fired the cruel shot. 

“The deer is only sleeping, 
Ashwin,” said uncle Jiten, 

“Yes, yes,” suid his 
father, 

But Ashwin con- 
tinued to ery, ‘There, in 
the distance, he could 
see the deer lying in a 

pool of blood, 











his inci- 
dent is one 
of the hundreds 





or thousands that take place 
‘everyday in our country. Poach- 
ing, or illegal hunting is a major 
crime today. 

Ashwin, who saw the killing, 
could grow up to be a sensitive 
boy with a deep respect for all 
forms of life. Or, he could grow 
up, taking Uncle Jiten’s act as 





AMALA AKINENI  well- 
known actress in South Indian 
films, loves animals and 
respects their right to liv 

Amala has begun a Blue 
Cross in Hyderabad, where she 
now lives 

Rukmini Ramachandran 
spoke to Amala for ‘Gokulam’. 

Rukmini : What made you 
want to begin a Blue Cross in 
Hyderabad? 

Amala : | have always loved 
animals and have wanted to 
help them. On my various film- 
ing trips to Hyderabad, I often 
found animals injured on the 





‘an example, into one who takes 
pleasure in killing for sport, 

Doyou know that the Indian 
government has banned hunt- 
ing totally? You can shoot an 
animal only if it falls into the 
category of ‘vermin',and that 
too, only when it is destroying 
crops. You cannot kill it in its 





Talking 
to 
Amala 


roads. There was no facility tocall 
for help. So I took them to vets, 

I realized how useful it 
would be, to have an organiza- 
tion which helps animals in an 
emergen 

Rukmini : What does your 
Blue Cross do? 

Amala: We 
ambulance/mobile 

scuing sick or injured 
animals, We provide them 
kennels till they recover. We 
also conduct anti-rabies in- 
noculation camps and try to 
spread human awareness. 
Rukmini : What is a mobile 
clinic? 

‘Amala : A mobile clinic is a 
small hospital that moves 
around on wheels. The Blue 
Cross Mobile Clinic is equipped 
to give first aid to animals, as 
well as perform minor surgery. 


have an 
clinie for 





It is ideal for emergencies like 
accidents. 

Rukmini : Do you take part 
in the day to day running of the 
Blue Cross? 

‘Amala : Yes. I do in every 
way I can. Ours is a very new 
organization. So it will take 
sometime for us to be able to 
take care of the needs of the 
twin cities of Hyderabad and 
Secunderabad 

Rukmini : Can we come to 
you if we want a pet? 

‘Amala ; We can help you. 
dust writéto us, or drop in, leat 
ing behind your name, address 
and telephone number. Tell us 
whether you would like a cat or 
a dog or both! 

Rukmini : Children in 
Hyderabad who are interested 








ANIMAL FUN! 


Hidden in the little forest 
on our cover, are the names of 
ten animals of all kinds. 


Can you spot them? 
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— COVER PUZZLE — 


in helping, may want to contact 


‘Amala : We don't yet have a 
telephone. But they can write to 
BLUE CROSS OF HYDERA- 
BAD, 8-2-544/1, RD No. 7, 
BANJARA HILLS, HYDERA- 
BAD - 500 034. 

Rukmini : Is there any way 






an interested person can help in 
Blue Cross activities? 
Amala: Youcanhelp just by 


treating all animals kindly. If 
you see someone being cruel, 
explain to them that animals 
have feelings too and need 
kindness and protection. 

You can also help by taking 
responsibility for animals in 
your locality — and contact us 
for innoculations. 

But first, please ask for help 
from anelder athome. =O 
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[ STORIES FOR YOUNG. READERS 











erty Mynah 

had a lovely 
voice, She was very 
proud of it. 

Darkie Koel lived 
Ina tree near Mery 
Mynah's house. 
Darkie Koel was a 
sweet but shy bird, 

Merry Mynah 
often made fun of 
Darkie Koel, 

“Ooh Darkle! You ate so dark 
and ugly,” she would exclaim, 
“Look at me! |am so beautifull | 
have such a lovely voice!” 

Darkie Koel felt verysad when 
Merry Mynah made fun of her, 

“Lam so dark and ugly!” she 
thought, “I shall go and hide 
myselt.”” 

While Mery Mynah flew all 
‘over the jungle singing her own 
praises, Darkie Koel flew up a 





MERRY 
MYNAH 
LEARNS 
MODES 


high tree. She 
began to hide from 
everyone. 








Il the other 

birds in the 

Jungle felt sad for 
Darkle Koel, 

“Merry Mynah 

's very cruell’* said 

Woody wood: 








pecker 

**Yes,"" Bluey Kingfisher 
agreed, “She is very vain and 
haughty:"” 


“| wish she would not boast 
quite so much,"” cheerful spar- 
row murmured, 

"Do you know?" sald woody 
woodpecker. ‘Master Tiger is 
holding a singing competition 
next week,’” 

Bluey Kingfisher sighed. 
“Mery Mynah will win the com: 

















petition,”" he said, “She will be- 
come even more vain!" 

Merty Mynah was very 
pleased when she heard about 


the singing competi- 
tion. 

“1 shall win of 
course,"’ she. 
thought, "Who can, 
sing better than 
mer" 


he great day arrived. All the 

birds in the jungle gathered 
together for the singing competi- 
tion, Master Tiger arrived at the 
spot along with Judge Man. A 
stage was set up. The competi- 
tion began, 

A number of birds went onto 
the stage one by one. They sang 
their songs. Then it was Merry 
Mynah's turn. 

Merty Mynah strutted onto 
the stage. She began to sing, 
Judge Man listened in sience. 

Suddenly from another part 
of the forest came a lovely song, 
Judge Man jumped up. 

“Who is singing that song?" 
he asked. 
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“That must be Darkle Koel,’* 
Master Tiger replied. “Go and 
call her. She sings very well.”” 

"She must join the compet 
tion!" Judge Man ordered, 


Bey Kingfisher flew away to 
'caill Darkie Koel. She was very 
surprised when Judge Man 
‘asked her to stand on the stage 
and sing. She closed her eyes 
‘and began to sing very sweetly. 

Merry Mynah stood by, listen- 
ing to Darkie Koel, 

“I never knew Darkie Koel 
could sing so welll Oh, dear! | 
made fun of herso often. she can 
sing better than I dol"” 

Judge Man clapped his 
hands when Datkle Koel finished 
her song. He gave her the Fist 
Prize. Merty Mynah came 
second. 

Merry Mynah flew away with 
her prize. 

“I shall never boast again 
she fold herself, 
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Dear Editor, 


© Thave many a time seen and even 


experienced the pa 





iality of teachers 





towards brighterstudents Ifa studentstands 
first in class, teachers give him first 
preference for other extra-curricular ac- 
livties like debate, sports, quiz, etc. They 
also encourage him more and more, forget- 
ting about other students 

“Thus, the estofus have no opportunities 

to display our talents atal, 
S. Srikanth, Sta VII, 
Kendriya Vidyalaya, 
Bangalore. 


Dear E 
© Tread Rajendra Babu'sletterin your 
February °93 issue. Ido agree with him and 
‘Would like to present my opinion too. Stu 
dents feel that private tution classes (holiday 
courses) help them finish their lessons 
4quickly. So they pay lessattentionat school. 
“They chat during class hours. This dis 
tracts the teacher whose interest in teaching, 
‘grtdually dwindles. Students should not 
depend on private tution classes for their 
education, but should use it only asa guide 
to lear better 














K,Narmatha, aged 14, 
Alvernia Matriculation HLS, 
Coimbatore -6. 


Dear Editor, 
really do not agree with the poli 
cal tactics employed by our leaders 
In breaking the 16th century monument 
built by Babar, India's good name in the 
world bas taken a beating. 
HS. Sajeeth, aged 14, 
‘Trivandrum. 





Dear Editor, 


blame only the politicians for the 
Ayodhaincidentand what happened afterit. 
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of religion. 
It is we who should be alert to their 
motives. 


We should not blame either the Hindus 
or the Muslims for these politcal games 
being played. I consider the 
ferent from all of ws common people. 
‘Samecm Ahmed, aged 16, 
BVM. School, 
Shahabad, 


Dear Elitor, 
would ike to stare my views about 
the recent Bombay riots, 

‘On 6th December 1992, the Babsi Mas- 
jd was brought down by the kar sevaks, in 
Ayodhya. Due to this, a great disturbance 
crrupted in the city of Bombay. Houses of 
the poor were destroyed and reduced to ub- 
ble. Public transport was greatly affected. 
Shopkeepers ookadvantage of the situation 
‘and raised the cost of commodities. Many 
‘people lost their lives in shooting and stab- 
bing incidefits. The common man was 
deprived of his daily bread as many hotels 
and bakeries were burnt, Collegesnd school 
students were also affected, with public 
exams being postponed, and schools 

closed for overa week. 














N. Avinash, 
Bombay - 400 063. 


Dear Editor, 
© completely agree with Statans 


Rehman and others who condemned the 
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<emolition of the Babri Masjid (February 
fssve), 

This type of dispute is surely going to 
retard our country’s development, Every 
Citizen should be outraged by the har sevnk's 
act of sacrilege at what is considered to be 
Lord Rama’s birthplace, 

tis completely meaningless to play with 
the feelings of people for politcal ga 





Ramamurthy, 
St. Xavier's English HS, 
Jamshedpur. 
Deat Editor, 
This is with reference to Anita 





Agarwal’s letter. do notagree with het, The 
backward classes in India should be given 
‘equal opportunities. But just increasing the 
‘number of reservations is not the solution, 
For getting higher posts and jobs, one 1e- 
‘quires education. 
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For that purpose, steps should be taken 
twestablish collegesand schools inthe back- 
ward areas, 

By increasing the reservations only 
few people are benefited, The actual back= 
‘ward class people living inthe villages do 
not get any opportunities. 

‘Sometimes, reservations can be a barrier 
too, don't think Anita willlike itifshe does 
not get admission in a college, even after 
securing 90% marks; while one of he 
friends gets it by securing only 45% marks! 
It creates disappointment and dis-satistac~ 
tion and leads to further division among the 
people. 

| feel itis the duty of the government, 
1nd other political ornon-potitical organisa 
tions, to begin new schemes and divert more 
funds to work forthe upliftment ofthe back- 
‘ward people, They should be able to com- 
pete with their friends with pride. The 
‘country’s dream should be of an undivided 
India, without any distination of religion, 
caste, creed, or color; each individual 
having equal opportunity to work wnd livea 
life leading to the prosperity of our mother- 
land, 






























tions, only a sincere involyement i 
wedo, 

‘Nandini Padmanabhan, 

Bombay. 


Dest Editor, 

Our annual exams are very near at 
‘the time I write this letter to you. [have to 
‘work very bard so that I may get the best 
results. 

Bui, studying all the while, I have no 
time for my daily lessons. Ido noteven bave 
time to complete my homework, 

‘Can you tell me how I ean study for the 
exams as well as do my homework 
everyday? 





M,Srividy, aged 12, 
Coimbatore = 641 O41, 
Dear Editor, 
© Onmy way to seboo}, face many 
students with their bags outside movie 
theatres, Why are people so filn-cenzy? 
‘Students pick up many bad habits from 
ves, ike song now itmust be fun 
toseex movie once ina while, But what do 
you get by secing movies so often? 
P. Roopa Banmvck, 
Bangalore - 860084. 
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STORIES FOR 
YOUNG READERS 


ne summer eve- 
ning, Sister and 


Brother Undir* were 
playing with their toys 
at home. The Undir (i 
family lived in a brown, 
and white tree house in § 
the trunk of a shady “ 
banyan tree. Papa Undir 
had just returned home 
and was waiting for 
‘Mama to return home 
too. They usually had tea 
together in the evenings, while 
they talked about what hap- 
pened that day. 

‘Have you finished your 
milk, children?” asked Papa. 

“Yes!” replied Brother Undir 
who was nearly two years old 
now, and loved milk. 

“Well....! Almost!” said 
Sister Undir who was eight. 

“Now, come on! Finish up, 
quick!” said Papa Undir to 


eal 


* “Let me listen too!” 
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Sister, who did not like milk at 
all. Mama and Papa had tried 
different flavours to help her 
drink milk. They had tried 
chocolate, Bournvita and vanil- 
la essence. But it had not 
helped. Sister did not like the 
skin that formed on warm mill. 
She called it “Sai! Yucky saai!” 

“Hurry up with your milk or 
you're sure to spill it!” said Papa 
to Sister. “I wonder what's 








* Marking < 


Mama's boxes 


taking Mama so long today 
continued. 








| ‘ust then Mama entered, 
“Mama! Please strain my 
milk. Its got Saai! It’s yucky! I 
just can't drink it!” complained 
Sister. 

“Be quick and don't make a 
fuss! You are going tobe late for 
karate!” exclaimed Papa Undir. 

“Papa, doesn't understand!” 

cried Sister. 
Sister is fussy! Fussy 
Sister teased little Brother 
Undir who had long since 
finished his cup of milk, 

“Calm down every one!” said 
Mama. 

In other words it was a nor: 
mal evening for the Undir fami- 
ly. 























“Thave to talk toyou Papal” 
said Mama Undir. “There is 
some news about me being 
transferred to another place. 
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But let me wash up first, We 
could talk over a cup of tea.” 

“What is Mama saying?” 
asked Brother. 

“ft doesn’t sound like very 
good news to me!” exclaimed 
Sister. 

“Let's wait for her, 
gested Papa, 





sug: 


‘ama came back after her 
wash, all clean and fresh. 
She poured out two cups of tea, 
one for Papa Undir, and one for 
herself 
“Can I have some?” asked 
Sister, 
‘You can, but you may not, 
young lady!" Mama replied. 


Sister had begun to ask tobe 
allowed to drink tea and coffee 
with her parents. But, as she 
was only eight, they always 
refused. 


“What's this about your 
transfer?” asked Papa im- 
patiently. 

“Let me listen too.” said 
Sister, climbing onto Mama's 
lap. 

“Well!” said Mama, “I was 
told that I am being transferred 
to Newfort to take up a new job 
as the Collector of Newfort. And 
I will have to leave in a week's 
time.” 

“Where is Newfort? And 
can't you refuse?” asked Sister 
Undir. 

“Newfort is 400 miles away” 
replied Papa. “Mama will have 
to look after the Mouse district 
of Newfort, little one. Besides, it 
is an important job that Mama 
is being offered. She should not 
refuse,” 


S ster did not understand 
and asked, “Is Mama going 
‘away for ever?" 

“No, not for ever," answered 
Mama. “I shall have to be away 
for a year or so.” 

Brother Undir was not very 
interested in the conversation. 

“Are we all going too, with 
Mama?” asked Sister a little 
confused 

“{ don't think that’s a good 
idea,” said Papa. “Newfort is a 
very small place. It doesn't have 
very good schools. Be- 
sides, you are in the 
middle of your school 
year. I don't think your 
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teacher Anita will be very 
pleased if you suddenly change 
schools.” 

“Papa is right,” said Mama 
thoughtfully. “Though if I go 
away by myself I'm going to 
miss you all.” 

Mama began to pack her 
things. 

“I want to help,” said Sister 
Undir. 


ME“: clothes, some pots 
ind pans for her to cook 
in, a large box of books, some 
family photographs, all went 
into neatly labeled boxes. Sister 
offered to write on the labels. 
‘CLOTHES’, ‘KITCHEN’, 
‘BOOKS’, she wrote. 

“I can write too!” exclaimed 
Brother Undir. He took some 
crayons and scribble-scrabled 
all over the labels. 

“What a mess!” complained 
Sister. “I'll have to start all over 
again!” 

The next few days were very 
busy. 

“Are you sure you want the 
children to stay on with 
you in the tree house?” 
asked Mama, 


*“Goodbye Mama!” 










“Of course!” said Papa 
Undir. “You will be too busy 
with your new job and Sister's 
schooling will definitely suffer. 
Don't you agree?” Mama could 
not disagree. 


inally, the day for Mama's 

departure came. The 
Undir children were too excited 
with the bustle and activity to 
realize that Mama would be 
gone for a long time - perhaps 
for over a year. Only Papa 
Undir was rather quiet as they 
all drove to the railway station 
to see Mama Undir off. 

Presently, the train arrived 
at the platform and all the lug- 
gage was loaded. 

“Wow!” said Brother jump- 
ing into the compartment. 
“Mama gets the upper berth! 
Isn't that lucky?” 

“No! disagreed Sister. “I 
would much rather have the 
window seat. And that means 
the lower berth!” 

“These two never agree on 
anything, do they?” remarked 
Mama Undir to Papa, “You are 
going to have quite ajob manag- 
ing them all by yourself!” 

Soon they heard the bell and 
the train started. 

“Goodbye Mama!” cried the 
children. 

“Bye! Take care!” Mama 
waved back. 
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hat week, the tree house 
felt very strange. NoMama 

around, Papa was not his usual 
self. 

“{ want Mama to read me a 
story!” said Brother. 

“What about my homework? 
1 need Mama's help!” wailed 
sister. 

‘We'll get along fine!” 
soothed Papa. “I’m still around 
you know! Besides, school 
holidays begin next Saturday. 
Tl take some time off and we 
can all go and visit Mama!” 
‘That made everyone fee! better. 

Finally, it was holiday time. 
Papa, Sister and Brother Undir 
started for their trip to Newfort. 
Mama Undir drove to the New- 
fort railway station to receive 
her family. The station was tiny 
with a small, but comfortable 
waitingroom, and only oneplat- 
form. 

“This can’t be it!” exclaimed 
Sister jumping off the train. 

“Sure it is! Can't you see 
Mama there?" said Brother run- 
ning into Mama's arms. 

*'The 
‘prince’ 
who 
follows 
Mama. 





“Mama! How have you 
been?” asked Papa. 

“The work keeps me busy. 
But I miss you all” she replied. 

“I'm the only mouse who has 
two homes!” said Brother 
proudly. 

“No, you're not!” con- 
tradicted Sister. “I have two 
homes too!” 


hhey drove to Mama's house 

in Newfort. It was a 
sprawling bungalow with many 
rooms, passages and places to 
hide in, 
“It’s a great place to play 
hide and seek!” declared sister. 
Sister and Brother enjoyed 
themselves thoroughly running 
up and down and playing hide 
and seek. 












“Mama!” she asked, “Can I 
ask you something?” 

“Go right ahead,” replied 
Mama. 

“Why are you called the Col- 
lector? You don't seem to collect 
anything! And why must-you be 
always followed by the prince?” 

ister was intrigued with 
the idea of a ‘duffedar’ being 
with Mama all the time. He was 
rather regally dressed with a 
gold and red sash across his 
white uniform, and a gold and 
red head-band to match, Sister 
thought he was a prince. The 
duffedar was a man who helped 
in carrying files, papers and 
Mama's personal things. 
‘Mama Undir laughed. 





6 ell!” said Papa. “Let 
me try and explain to 
you what a Collector is. In 
the olden days, many years 
‘ago, the most important 
work for rulers and their 
governments, was con- 
sidered to be, collecting 
money from the citizens, So 
the officers in-charge of 
this were called Collec- 
tors.” 

“But what did the 
rulers do with the 
money?" Sister asked. 

“The money collected 
was in the form of taxes, 
tolls and charges of 
many kinds” replied 
Mama. “The rulers used 
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some of it to maintain law and 
order, build roads and railways 
and things like that. The rest of 
the money they just kept for 
themselves.” 

“Meanies! I hope you are not 
going to collect too much 
money!” remarked Sister. 

“Nowadays, the work is 
quite different, even though the 
old name of ‘Collector’ has 
stuck,” said Papa. 

Every Mouse district has 
Collectors, who are the 
government's representatives," 
said Mama, “Collectors are sup- 
posed to look after their areas.” 


yn mean you will look 
after Newfort?” asked 
Sister wonderingly. “But how?” 

“Oh! Not by myself. There 
are a number of other people 
who share the work. The police 
catch the baddies. Others take 
care of schools for boys and 
girls. Then there are doctors to 
manage hospitals to look after 
the sick, Farmers have the 
agriculture officials. For vil- 
lages, there are rural develop- 
ment people,” explained Mama. 

“Mama will be responsible 
for all this” said man 








“Can I come with you to 
catch the baddies?” asked 
Brother. 

“Well, no!” said Mama, “But 
Tcould show you the jail where 
the baddies are 

“But they might get me! I 
guess I just changed my mind!” 
exclaimed Brother. 

“Scaredy cat! You dirty rat!” 
teased Sister Undir. 

“Tam not a rat! Iam a 
mouse! A nice brown Undir-the- 
Mouse!” Brother answered 
back. 








hat afternoon Mama took 

Sister Undir with her for 
some inspections to let her have 
a feel of a Collector's work. 
Mama inspected a village school 
where Sister saw that Ist, IInd, 
Ifrd standards were held in the 
same room. 

“The school has only three 
standards and just one 
teacher,” explained Mama. “It 
is called an elementary school.” 

They then drove to the near- 
by jail 

“We need to check whether 
the prison cells are neat and 
hygienic, and the prisoners are 
given enough to eat," explained 
‘Mama. “The police 
constable on guard 
smartly saluted 
Mama. Some press 
reporters had come 
there. They asked 
Mama a lot of ques- 


* Outside the jail 
) with Mama 





tions. Sister was sitting 
alongside, drawing some pic- 
tures with her crayons. They 
took a picture of Sister also, 
which made her jump up in 
surprise, 


D™ passed by quickly, and 


very soon, it was time for 
Papa, Sister and Brother to 
return, Sister's school holidays 
had come to an end, 


“I'm not going back!” an- 
nounced Sister Undir, “I want 






all of us to stay together!” 

“But what about your 
school?” asked Papa, Sister 
looked sorrowfully at Mama as 
she climbed onto her lap. 


“Mama! Why can’t all of us 
live here instead of a the tree 
house?” she asked, and burst 
into tears, 

Mama comforted her gently 
saying, “Sweetheart! I have 
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been given some special work to 
do in Newfort. After it is done 
T'll be back at our old tree 
house!” 

“You can speak to Mama 
every day on the telephone 
though!” said 
Papa, patting 
her. 









“Besides have you seen the 
picture of Mama and you in the 
local newspapers?” asked Papa, 
“Remember you had gone with 
her for some inspections?” 

“In the papers? Really?” 
asked Sister in wonder. “Have 
we become famous?” 





“Well, not quite, But for now, 
Mamais a VIP in Newfort. That 
means a Very Important Per- 
son!” 
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“Does that mean ordinary 
people are VOPs - Very Ordi- 
nary Persons?” asked Brother. 
“Isn't he silly!” exclaimed 
Sister feeling better already. 


fhe newspaper carried a 
story on Mama, and a pi 

ture of Sister Undir drawing. 
Wasn't she proud! “Did you soo 
this Papa?” she asked holding 
up the newspaper. “Maybe I'll 
show it to the other mice at 
school and to Teacher Anit: 




















[COVER PUZZLE 





ANIMAL FUN! 
1, Rabbit 

2, Horse 

8. Rhino 

4, Bear 


NEW ARRIVAL 


Mama and Papa were 
relieved that she was back to 
her cheery old self. 

“Bye Mamal” waved Sister. 

“Good bye!” said Brother. 

“Don’t forget to call:me as 
soon as you reach!” reminded 
Mama 

“We'll talk on the telephone 
every day Mama!” said Papa 
waving good bye. 

“Next holidays we'll get 


together again!” Mama 
answered, as she waved good- 
bye. 
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5, Tiger 
6, Fox 
7, Camel 
8, Zebra 
9. Wolf 
10. Lion 
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Monika, Itisinternationaly styled in the atest 
{fashion to give maximum comfortto the, 
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‘to sunlight, Monika normally looks white, but 
‘changes t0 different colours when exposed (0 


|. sunlight. 
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‘Kapil Deo, ine of world's greatest cricketing star, well known for 
‘ahways making the right decisions. That's shy Action shoes are hit 
‘action partner. Now you too can be an action max lke him. Mate your 
choice from an exciting international styled range- Only from action 
shoes. 


PP Multicoloured Soles. 
# Lotest International Styling. 
| Tough, Hi-fashion Uppers. 





You get the same shoes,we export! 





SOME MEN ARE BORN TO ENJOY THE 
EXQUISITE THING IN LIFE 
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